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HAPPY  BIRTHDAY 
TO  JANEL  YU, 
INN  IS  HERALD 
LAYOUT  EDITOR!!! 


Moumita  Saha 
Editor-iN-Cbief 

It  was  about  time  we  brought  out  the  arts!  After  omitting  the  Arts  &  Lit  section  in  our  December  issue,  we  thought  it  was 
time  the  Innis  Herald  did  an  expose  on  all  the  creativity  we  have  around  us.  It  ain't  exactly  the  rebirth  of  slick  but  we've 
got  some  good  stuff  to  impress  you  with.  We've  got  some  quality  photography,  interesting  poetry  and  prose,  as  well  as 
some  art  done  by  students.  Do  take  the  time  to  look  at  the  work  done  by  our  contributors. 

I'd  like  to  welcome  Jaime  Woo  to  our  editorial  "staff".  He's  going  to  make  sure  that  the  artsy  material  gets  the  coverage 
it  deserves  iln  our  pages.  Thanks  are  in  order  to  all  the  new  contributors  we've  had  this  issue.  We  really  needed  your 
fresh  material!  As  always,  I  encourage  all  of  you  to  gaive  us  your  writing,  art  and  pictures  to  make  our  upcoming  issues 
more  interesting.  Just  get  in  touch  with  us  by  emailing  us  at  innis_herald@holmail.com  or  feel  free  to  approach  Saena  or 
myself. 

Also,  since  I've  found  myself  engulfed  in  the  theme  of  gratitude,  I'd  like  to  take  this  time  and  space  to  yell  out  my  thanks 
to  those  who  earned  it.  In  diese  busy,  busy  times,  it's  hard  to  keep  your  priorities  in  check  and  make  the  effort  to  see  how 
Uiose  around  you  are  doing.  So,  this  is  why  I'm  even  more  appreciative  of  all  and  any  acts  done  simply  for  the  sake  of 
niceness  and  humanity.  It's  nice  to  know  that  someone's  got  your  back,  no  matter  how  tough  you  think  you  are.  Mad 
props  to  those  who  always  stand  by  their  friends,  dirough  thick  and  thin,  no  matter  what's  going  down.  Thanx. 


Saena  Cha 
Editor-in-Chief 

It's  2001 ,  and  as  Moumita  said:  we  brought  put  the  arts!  I  hope  you  all  enjoy  the  more  "right-brained"  issue  of  the  Innis 
Herald.  I'd  also  like  to  say  a  special  thank  you  to  Janel  Yu,  who  diligently  put  layed  out  most  of  this  issue.  It  looks  easy, 
but  let  me  tell  you  it  takes  a  lot  of  time. 

I  see  that  some  of  you  made  a  New  Year's  Resolution  to  contribute  to  the  Herald.  I'm  glad  because  I  know  there  are  so 
many  talented  Innis  students  with  lots  to  offer.  It  is  nice  to  see  some  new  names  on  print. 

I'm  going  to  take  the  remainder  of  this  issue's  editorial  to  tell  you  my  resolution  for  2001 .  To  be  honest,  midnight  came 
and  went.. .and  I  still  had  not  thought  of  a  resolution.  I  could  have  chosen  from  any  of  the  following:  to  stop  biting  my 
nails,  to  exercise  more  or  at  least  start  to  exercies,  to  study  more,  to  not  skip  a  lecture,  to  be  nice  to  everyone. ..this  list  is 
really  endless.  This  year,  I  chose  something  that  will  stick,  I  decided  to  be  happy  for  what  I  have  and  not  dwell  on  the 
past.  But  I  gave  myself  a  little  lee-way  so  I  could  still  keep  a  few  grudges  here  and  there.  After  all,  I'm  only  human.  I 
realize  it  sounds  pretty  vague,  only  because  it  is.  Let  me  clarify,  in  the  past  19  years  I  developed  that  nastly  little  habit  of 
analyzing  and  overthinking  every  detail  in  my  life.  I'm  happy  to  say,  that's  over.  Life  is  so  much  easier  (and  you  break 
out  less  and  sleep  more)  when  you're  thankful  for  what  you  have.  My  father  once  told  me  for  every  happy  moment  in  my 
life,  I'll  probably  have  one  hundred  sad  ones.  My  first  thought-what  the  *!$*?  But  he's  right.  He  said  to  always  smile 
and  do  everything  you  wanted  to  do,  when  you  wanted  to  do  it.  The  underlying  lesson  is  you  have  take  every  opportunity 
you're  given  to  have  fun  and  live  life.  Just  remember  that  little  phrase  you  learned  way  back  when  during  some  boring 
history  or  humanities  class:  carpe  diem!  Enjoy  the  issue  and  I  hope  you  have  all  bought  your  tickets  for  the  annual  Innis 
College  Formal. ..party! 


>b>c9i-ib.  fc.Hc 


Herealed: 


The  Innis  Herald  is  the  monthly,  student-run  newspaper  of  Innis  College.  The  paper  is  published  at  the 
beginning  of  each  month  by  Centra  Web  Reproductions.  The  Innis  Herald  has  an  open-letter  policy. 
We  like  to  reserve  letters  to  the  editor  (in  our  case,  editors)  or  just  plain  comments  both  praising  and 
criticizing  the  issue  in  general,  or  any  specific  artilces  contained  within  the  paper.  We  reserve  the  right 
to  edit  any  submissions  containing  sexist,  racist,  ageist,  homophobic,  libellous  or  just  plain  dumb 
content,  in  consultation  with  the  editor.  All  submissions  (writing  and  artwork)  must  be  accompanied 
by  author's  real  name  and  telephone  number.  Upon  request,  however,  articles  may  be  published  under 
a  pseudonym.  The  views  and  opinions  expressed  in  the  Innis  Herald  are  attributable  only  to  their 
authors  and  do  not  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  Innis  Herald,  its'  staff,  or  Innis  College. 
Please  deliver  or  mail  sumbmissions  and  letters  to  the  Editors  (myself  or  Moumita)  in  room  108  or 
leave  them  in  the  Herald  mailbox  at  Innis  College.  We  would  prefer  you  email: 
innis_herald@hotmail.com. 

-  Saena  Cha  (by  semi-plagerizing  Sav's-a.k.a.  fresh  brown  jive-memo  in  the  September  1999  issue) 


TRe  \nn\j-  ReRauD 


The  Sports  Insider 

By  Mohamad  El-Sadek 


The  sports  world  is  a  fascinating 
realm  of  statistics,  hotshots,  athleticism 

and  sportsmanship.  From  Tennis  to 
Basketball  to  Soccer,  sports  journalism  is 
an  exciting  field  that  I  particularly  find 
enjoyment  in  pursuing  That's  why  I  am 
writing  this  article  (duh)!  This  is  the  first 

article  I'm  writing  for  any  kind  of 
newspaper,  and  I  hope  die  reader  finds 
reading  it  enjoyable.  I  will  try  to  add  my 
own  commentary  on  sport  matters,  just 
to  keep  the  reader  from  falling  asleep 
because  of  the  boring  statistics  and 
unpalatable  literature.  I  will  try  to  touch 

on  the  most  important  issues  of  the 
major  sports,  such  as  hockey,  basketball, 
football  and  tlie  like.  If  you  would  like 
me  to  write  about  otlier  sports,  please 
feel  free  to  send  any  comments  to  my  e- 
mail,  listed  at  die  bottom  of  the  article. 
Let's  get  started.. . 

NHL 


Obviously,  the  most  eye- 
;atching  story  here  was  tlie  return  of 
Mario  Lemieux  on  Dec.  27  against  tlie 
Toronto  Maple  Leafs.  This  36-year-old 
icoring  machine  has  28  points  in  14 
games  since  returning  to  the  Pitfsburg^i 
Penguins,  including  a  9  game  point 
streak  and  a  hat  trick!  Don't  be  surprised 
if  he  gets  the  nod  for  die  All-Star  game 
in  Colorado  on  Feb.  4,  because  he  just 
did  by  playing  only  9  games.  Of  course 
witli  his  return,  the  play  of  Jaromir  Jagr 
lias  improved  dramatically  after  going 
tlirougli  a  14  game  slump  where  he 
rouldn't  muster  a  goal.  Expect  die 
Pittsburgli  Penguins  to  become  a  Stanley 
Cup  contender.  Does  1992  ring  a  bell? 
Well,  tliis  time  around  if  probably  will  be 
vvidi  Jagr. 

Mario  Lemieux  returned  to  the 
limeliglit  after  a  l-Vi  year  absence  from 
rhe  game,  where  he  spent  it  directing  die 
business  end  of  tlie  Penguins  after  tlieir 
aeai- bankruptcy  during  tlie  1998-1999 
playoffs.  His  return  to  die  coolest  game 
in  earth  is  marked  as  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  comebacks  in  history.  With  a 
rareer  average  of  2.03  points  per  game, 
and  a  current  average  of  2  points  per 
g;ime,  it  is  scary  to  imagine  his  produc- 
tivity during  die  playoffs... old  dogs  still 
know  dieir  old  tricks... 

In  odiec  news,  the  All-Stars 
game  on  Feb.  4  will  be  held  in  die  Pepsi 
center  in  Colorado  (Iiome  of  die 
Avalanche).  As  witli  die  previous  4  years, 
it  will  be  die  Nordi  American  All-Stars 
vei"^us  the  rest  of  the  world.  Among  die 
notables  on  the  North  American  roster 
ite:  Sakic  (die  most  consistent  player  I 
have  ever  seen).  Paul  Kariya  (die  most 
Dver-estimatcd  player  in  die  league). 


Theo  Fleury  (die  comeback  kid  of  tlie 
year),  Ray  Bourque  (why  not,  they  did  it 
for  18  straig^it  years,  even  when  his  play 
was  wor^e  than  that  of  Sylvain 
L^fevbre),  and  Patrick  Roy  (Still  going 
and  going.-.).  For  the  Worid  All  Stars, 
dieir  key  picks  included  Evgeni  Nabokov 
(my  pick  for  Calder  trophy),  Jaromir  Jagr 
(no  surprise  diere),  Markus  Naslund 
(surprise  player  of  die  year),  Manan 
Hossa  (became  a  better  player  after 
knocking  out  Berard's  eye),  and  Pavel 
Bure  (sorry,  your  brother  isn't  here  this 
year).  \X/hat  really  shocked  me  was  diat 
only  one  Toronto  player  was  picked  to 
the  All-Star  game,  and  diat  was  Mats 
Sundin.  Did  I  miss  something?  There  is 
a  guy  by  tlie  name  of  Cujo  who  has  a 
2.15  GAA,  .915  save  percenta^,  and  5 
shutouts..,  anybody  heard  of  him? 
Other  dian  Patrick  Roy.  Curtis  Joseph 
should've  gotten  die  nod  over  Brodeur 
and  Burke.  Anodier  surprise  non-pick 
was  Mike  Modano,  who  is  an  absolutely 
tremendous  performer  and  scorer,  but  I 
guess  the  fans  forgot  who  he  was. 

Overall,  not  die  best  of  All-Star 
selections,  and  I  believe  diat  die  NHL 
scouts  and  NHLPA  should  clioose  who 
goes  to  die  All-Star  game,  because 
untalented  players  are  getting  die  ice 
time  other  great  players  should. 

NBA 

Anyone  hear  about  die  Lakers 
lately?  I  diought  so.  This  once  legendary 
team  known  for  dieir  Abdul-Jabbar  and 
Magic  Johnson  is  now  a  shambles,  but 
not  many  know  why.  The  team  that 
could  buy  any  player  in  die  league  and 
won  die  championship  in  2000  is  in 
severe  disarray.  We  can  all  point  die 
fingers  to  Kobe  Bryant  and  Shaq  for  die 
Laker's  27-14  record.  These  two  have 
been  having  a  feud  for  a  while,  where 
Shaq  blames  Bryant  for  being  selfish  and 
a  hog,  while  Bryant  blames  Shaq  for 
being  a  show  off  Obviously,  diis 
ridiculous  mentality  is  tearing  the  team 
apart.  The  Lakers  are  not  even  close  to 
being  die  best  team  in  the  league,  not  by 
a  long  shot.  However,  bodi  players  asked 
for  a  trade  recendy,  but  it  is  hi^ly 
unlikely  diat  diey  will  -  huge  salaries  are 
at  stake.  So,  the  apparent  soludon  is  to 
let  diem  play  along,  act  as  if  nodiing  is 
happening,  and  wish  for  the  best.  My 
guess  is  tiiat  if  diey  don't  get  past  die 
first  round,  somediing  terrible  will 
happen. 

On  a  different  note,  die  All-Star 
game  is  approaching  upon  us  in  die  MCI 
Center  (liome  of  die  lowly  Wizards),  and 
for  die  second  year  in  a  row,  In-Vince- 
able  Carter  is  die  leading  vote  getter.  He 
received  1.7  million  votes,  about  200 
diousand  more  votes  dian  Shaq,  who  is 
tiie  leading  vote  getter  in  the  Western 
Conference.  Carter,  who  avera^s  28.4 
points  per  game  (3'^in  die  league),  will 
hypiiss  the  Sliim  Dunk  competition, 
wliiL'li  ni.ikc'S  rite  co[npLT[tion  \'irtu-.j!v 


poindess,  since  Bryant  and  McGnidy 
also  won't  participate.  Odier  notables  in 
die  All-Star  selection  are  Allan  Iverson 
(deserves  it  for  his  play,  not  his  album), 
Chris  Webber  (surprise  of  the  year, 
aldiough  he  was  expected  to  play  diis 
well),  Shaq  (still  a  25%  free  dirow 
shooter),  Tracy  McGrady  (has  to  pick  up 
die  slack  after  Hill's  injury),  and  Latrell 
Sprewell  (got  his  act  togedier 
finally. ,  .and  his  sconng).  Wliat  made  me 
upset  was  tliat  jerry  Stackhouse  wasn't 
chosen  for  die  .^'^l-Sfiirgame.  It  makes 


no  sense  diat  die  leading  scorer  in  die 
league  widi  30  PPG  isn't  picked  at  all. 
Life  isn't  fair... 

Finally,  some  tidbits  from  odier  sports... 
Capriati  finally  wins  ,i  championship  (the 
Australian  Open),  and  it  was  over  Hingis 
of  all  tennis  players., .Tiger  Woods  is  a 
human  again;  fii-st  time  in  50  rounds 
where  he  shoots  o\'er  par. . .  Keep  it  real. 


E-Mail:  me\_Sadek@yahoo.com 


Hm  Icng  can  I  Aesp  it?   Hm  rmy  more  dares  wUl  I 
have  tD  aarnpUA  iist  I  hsvm' t,  nceOy  to  take  ny  tean  tD  the 
W  rrlri  SEzies,  imke  the  cBtdx,  hit  the  ^re  wkner  that  it 
up?  9jre  my  mnt  it  as  nuct  as  I.   tto  ere  wants  it  more 
-    Dave  Ninfi^Jsi,  imjcsr  Ifague  Rvr=tTill  P.La>er 

Here's  a  question  for  you  to  pcndsr: 

Do  you  have  a  deep  desire  to  achieve  soTEthing? 
To  go  the  distaixE  just  to  get  vlat  ycu  so  cfespeiately  want 
with  all  ycur  heart?  To  be  that  which  you  toxw  you  areto 
be? 

(Okay,  naybe  not  just  one  question  but  a  couple..) 

(Itet  de^  desire  insidfe  of  ycu.  That  Imgincj  fear 
something  that,  at  the  moment,  seems  out  of 
reach. everyone  has  it. 

Is  tl^e  a  certain  gcal  ycu  wont  to  achieve?  (There 
should  be. )  Vtell,  ve  stall  telp  yoa,  if  not  proarfe  a  little 
more  insight  cn  achieving  your  goal  and  providing  you 
will  allocs  us  to  help  ycu.  Be  it  a  reck  star,  basketball  pl£^^, 
or  zco  keeper  jreach  to  achieve  your  gcals  as  they  are  lead- 
ing you  somewhere 

Incitfaitally,  v*ile  cn  the  topic  of  gcals  there  are 
sale  things  to  remember; 

There  are  bo  types  of  gcals: 

Short  Term  Goals  :  Goals  such  as  imking  it  through 
class  without  ycur  ctenistry  te4acher  asking  ycu  for  your 
honework  or  waking  up  at  five  to  run  around  the  block 
are  short  tetm  gcals.  These  are  goals  that  are  attairable 
within  the  rear  future.  Th^  are  goals  ttet  you  can  work 
towards  within  a  short  period  of  tirre.  These  goals  maybe 
e  arall  but  in  es^Tce  the/  still  oount. 

Long  Term  Goals:  Goals  such  as  goiig  bo  oollege  or 
heirg  a  rook  star  can  te  dassififid  as  Icrq  Term  Goals.  These 
are  goals  that  need  more  tine  tlan  Short  Term  Goals  but 
are  just  as  inportant  as  ever .  Icng  teun  Gcals  need  a  bit 
more  dedication  and  often  motivation  to  keep  going  and 
sticking  with  our  goal.  Scte  things  don't  happen  cwer- 
night;  Icrg  teirn  gcals  are  ere  of  them. 

Goal  setting  can  be  a  ocitplicated  thing  if  you  do 
not  knew  what  you  want.  And  if  you  don't  get  v*at  you 
want,  weal,  that  can  hjrt  too.  A  thing  to  ke^  in  mird  about 
gals  is  that  you  should  te  reascoable.  Choose  a  goal  vhich 
ioj  feel  you  can  adiieve,  mthirej  so  outrageous  that  it  win 
be  inpossible  to  achieve,  but  scnEthing  that  is  within  your 
irach,  that  you  knew  you  will  achieve  if  you  just  stick  with 
it  and  keep  moving  forward.  Ecn't  jcuiffilf  ip  for  fail- 
ure. That  is  the  worst  possible  thirg  you  can  do  to  ycur- 
saf.  EBreasotable  if  you  want  to  sfs  results.  Soie  things 
are  iteant  for  one  person  and  cither  things  are  neant  for 
you .  We  are  aU.  dif  ferent  -  keep  that  in  mind  when  chees- 
ing and  achieving  your  goal  What  nay  be  good  for  one 
person  to  achieve  may  not  be  geed  for  another .  Weace  not 
saying  "Don't  even  bother  trying  to  achieve  your  goal  be- 
cau^  you  don't  teve  tte  talent  cr  the  ability  to  achieve  it." 
ito,  no,  fO!  We  are  only  reminding  ycxi  that  scne  gcals 
ace  meant  for  scne  people  to  achieve  while  other  goals  are 
not  neant  for  those  pecple  to  achieve.       all  neans,  go  for 


your  goal.  Work  hard  to  achieve  v^tever  you  so  desper 
ately  cfesire  and  we  assure  yoa  that  you  will  feel  satisfec- 
tion  and  exhilaraticn  v^ien  you  achiieve  your  goal. 

Ch,  wait.    You  haven't  chosen  your  goal  yet,  or  havE 

you? 

Okay,  think  hard  now.  lock  deep  inside  yourseli 
and  ask: 

What  is  that  I  want  bo  achieve? 

This  make  tate  a  vMle  for  you  to  sort  out  through 
the  nany  gcals...take  your  time  and  don't  rush  it.  ItevE 
it?  Keep  in  mind  wtet  ycur  gcal  is.  Picture  it,  tragire  it  Ir 
full  detail,  experience  how  it  will  feel  when  you  knc» 
you've  achieved  ycur  gtal.it  is  a  nice  feelirej,  if  any,  an: 
don't  fret  as  we  win  try  to  help  you  in  whatever  ways  we 
can  to  achieve  Your  goal. 

^fcIW  that  you  hiave  your  goal,  hiew  do  you  go  about 
achisdrg  it?  Do  it  like  a  lat^.  Take  it  are  step  at  a  tmt 
and  eventually  you  will  be  so  nuch  closer  to  achieving  your 
gcal  than  ever  before.  Go  abcut  it  not  as  though  ycur  life 
cfependsd  en  it,  but  rather  take  it  with  open  ariK;  have  fur 
with  it,  pl^  with  it.  If  you  act  like  you  will  die  if  yxi  don't 
achieve  your  gcal  ycxi  will  lease  the  nagic  or  working  to- 
war*  yojr  cpal.  All  the  exoitaient  is  gone  because  it  is 
lite  yxi  are  working  hard  towarc3s  a  cfeadlire,  you  win 
fesl  pressured  and  that,  cur  daar  friend,  is  a  surdire  way  oi 
losing  interest  and  enthuslaan  for  ycur  gcal.  Bite  off  cniy 
as  much  as  you  can  chew,  ard  chew  for  a  reasonable  amount 
of  tine  so  that  your  stoiach  vrill  be  able  to  digast  it  (figu- 


Drawing  by  Reese  Santos 
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plundered  hearts 

/.Woo  '  '  " 

hew  can  this  be?  the  sparrow  cxied  to  the 
the  summer  which  seemed  premising  had 
the  m#it  cane  to  early,  it  overtook  the  weaker  dawn 
and  a  love  story  that  oDuld  have  hLcsscmBd  'ill  be 
never  told 

the  s^an  let  cut  an  icy  tear  that  Kared  its  beak 
it  ducked  its  head  under  the  mter,  ]et     its  treath 
the  beloved  foretold,  the  fate  to  be,  has  becaie  bleak 
the  jcy  and  ^icit  in  the  vMte  bird  drained  and  left 

the  crew  had  came  and  thief  in  the  night  snatched 
the  heart  of  the  willow  tree  and  in  consequence 
the  Efarrow  lest  its  stock  and  those  to  be  hatched 
the  sap  drips  dcwn  the  willcw,  its  ]cGt  irmoaaxe 

fancy  that  the  ^jarrcw  cncs  told  the  fli^ity  cro  w 
carpe  dian!  to  srarch  for  jcy  all  in  cpiais  roivebe 
cnly  to  be  himself  rcfcbad  of  the  gi  to  let  roats  gro  w 
and  to  fall  in  gravity  nsjer  to  ri^  again,  so  in  bradty 

aids  the  tale  of  sparrcw  and  svan,  neither  to  live 
abound 

but  to  fell  at  the  cfe3  brautiful  tree's  trunk  to  predL- 
catE 

the  hazards  of  not  beoaning  she^  to  their  cwn  sound 
and  declare  the  love  of  a  thousand  years  tsvo  seoxids 
too  Me. 


THE  BRRnnOR  OF  SOU 


Zoe  Kilmack 

Sick  of  speaking 
writing  to  myself 
me  myself  I 
in  third  person 
"She"... 

1  like  to  dance 
with  I,  I've  I'm 
Conjoncted,  spontaneous 
in  real  reality  now 


me  myself  I 

drink  fruity  lemonslices 
in  pretty  jars 
flirt  in  1st  person 

with  my  canvas  filled  eyes,  cheeks,  lips... 
Pouty  and  sultry... 

me  myself  I 

like  flower  dresses 

that  end  where  my  legs  begin 

and  windy  summer  evenings... ill  lit  cafes 

and  your  eyes  on  my  hemline 

me  myslef  I 

am  sick  of  speaking  to  you  in  poetry 

come  here.... 

In  1st  person  only.... 
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PROFHNITH 

Strawberry  Shortcake 

Sv«aring  is  part  of  the  Etiglish  language  and  has 
sinoe  its  aiErgencs.  Though  its  neaning  and  use  has 
dBiged  Oi^er  tte  oerrtiiries,  its  effects  have  spanned  the 
years.  When  thinking  about  profanities,  vords  lite  "fuck" 
and  "shit"  cote  to  mind.  These  are  common  swears  but 
lead  into  the  wide  vorld  of  wards  ttet  tcctey's  society  use 
to  put  people  (twn.  Sitting  dcwn  and  writing  out  all  tie 
swear  words  leads  one  to  a  startling  disoovery:  nest  svEar 
words  are  directed  to  putting  dam  the  faiele  sex. 

Wtet's  this?  In  takirg  dawi  a  list  of  all  the  oon- 
mon,  modern-day  swear  words,  it  can  be  seen  hew  meet 
words  lean  tcv.ards  hurting  voien.  ECr  instanos,  take 
the  word  "bitch" .  This  vrard  dferiies  frcm  the  cfefiniticn  of 
a  faiBle  dog,  but  is  now  used  to  denote  wanen  with  spite- 
ful or  urpleosant  ctetacteristics.  Another  word  is  "slut" 
or  its  synonym  "whore" .  ahis  word  describes  wonen  of  a 
prcmiscuous  and  slovenly  nature  Ito  get  wry  crude,  what 


about  the  word  "cunt"used  to  describe  a  stupid  wcnan7 
Of  course  nen  would  be  eager  to  point  out  the  vords  usee 
to  target  nen.  Here  are  a  few;  "asshole",  "sen  of  a  bitch", 
"bastard",  (tw  take  a  close  Icck  at  v*at  each  of  these 
wor*  really  iiEan.  "an  of  a  bitch",  this  is  ctwicusly  tar 
geting  the  waran  v*d  is  a  bitch  and  her  son  iiust  take 
after  her .  "Bastard"  means  quite  simply  someone  who  was 
bom  of  parents  not  jiBiried  to  one  another,  usually  £ 
mother,  "ftsshole"  mocks  the  human  sHxetory  tract.  Vtsrt 
is  the  justicS' 

There  are  irany  theories  as  to  wliy  this  verbal  mi- 
scgyny  exists.  It  can  te  suppceed  tiat  in  all  igmrancs, 
people  teve  generally  ctecided  not  to  curb  their  prcfenities 
to  fit  twentieth  century  gemter  equality .  Wxcte  lite  "bitch'' 
are  used  playfully  against  men,  but  who  are  tte  jctes  re 
any  targeting?  If  ycu  tell  a  imn,  "You  -  lite  a  girl!",  \ix 
really  gets  hurt?  Woman  are  not  the  cnly  ones  whD  get 
hurt  in  this  verbal  slaughter,  mirnrities  are  a  fawurlte  tar 
get  as  well.  How  often  do  pecple  say:  "Ch,  that's  so  gay.'' 
or  "You're  a  haiD.".  It's  tim2  to  think  tefore  lashing  ciit. 
W  crds  like  "fuck"  and  "shit",  though  offensive,  are  nicE 
wor*  tlBt  are  gooJ  for  erayoie.  It's  tima  to  be  creati\^ 
and  start  curses  ttet  inclutte  everytedy!  It's  aboit  fuckin' 
tine! 


Ode  U  the 
Sky 

I  Sarah  Burley 

Utopia  seoiis  so  far  away, 
a  dream  never  to  be  discovered 
yet  to  lock  at  the  sky 

1±Le  subconscious  scon  beoanes  uncovered. 
As  clouds  float  ty  and  take  their  shape, 
a  hxss,  a  ballxn,  a  fees, 
dreams  beocme  reality 
and  soon  find  their  placs. 
Floatirg  through  the  open  air 
up  towards  the  moon. 
Swimming  through  the  milkyway 
IHreach  the  ansv^  seen. 
Stars  bum  tri^,  planets  shine, 
tlie  sun  fades  away. 
Out  beyond  the  galaxy 
ve  all  have  tinE  to  play. 
As  I  \«ke  from  my  slumber 
undemea1±i  my  txffi 
Ii'iglize  ny  errcr 
as  it  all  oanes  tack  to  me. 
Dreams  are  our  utcpias 
where  colours  neld  and  dance. 
W  e  vould  live  in  our  utcpias 
if  only      were  given  the  cteinae. 


Painting  by  Natasha  Reid 
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BOOK  REVIEWS 


Sonia  Vanderby 


DOUGLAS  COUPLANO 


Books,  books,  bDoks.  ffcw  nany  do  each  of  us  read  or  pick  up  every- 
day? mre  than  tte  average  person,  I'm  sure.  Schxil  cteiands  that 
ve  do  so,  no  matter  what  cur  irajor  car  program  nay  be.  In  the  midst 
of  all  the  schod  assigned  reading,  soie  of  us  still  find  the  time  to  read 
for  the  steer  pleasure  cf  it.  I  ttdrk  tint  reaiing  fcr  fun  is  a  (tecQining 
priority  in  ra=Et  of  cur  Uves,  so  I  thou^  I'd  take  this  cppartunity  to 
share  scke  of  the  novels  I've  persoally  enjcyed  in  the  last  itath.  I 
hope  this  in^ires  itore  cf  us  Id  reed  fcr  the  sake  of  reading,  to  ^  lest 
in  a  good  book,  to  learn  scnething  not  dsianded  of  us  by  cur  prcfe. 

MICROSERFS 

First,  a  axple  cf  ccnfessicns:  1)  I'm  an  aqineer,  I  just  hefpai  to  live 
in  Innis  Rez.  2)  M/  boyfriend  recom- 
irended  this  book  to  ne;  he's  in  caiputer 
scLencs.  So,  \tdle  this  hock  may  not  ap- 
peal to  everycne,  I  happened  to  thoroughly 
enjcy  Douglas  Cbupland's  rants  about  tech- 
nology, friaii,  relatimships  and  life  in 
gaieral.  Ihe  daracters  cf  this  bock  are  dis- 
gruntled Microsoft  enployees  vta  decide 
to  strike  out  cn  their  own.  VJiile  tte  bock 
is  uaiLba.  ed  around  computer-based  careers 
and  situaticns,  uuiputers  are  not  the  firus, 
nor  are  hunans'  interaction  with  ocnput- 
ets.  It's  abcut  pecple.  It's  stzirts  ty  telling 
about  a  persoi  \*o  is  so  stressed  out  that 
he  locte  himself  in  his  office  and  only  cb- 
tains  food  by  o^wDrkers  slipping  it  under 
his  door.  (Ihirikprooesssd  chrase  slices.)  It  ails  with  a  fetdly  crisis. 
Biis  bock  Iccks  at  relationships  between  men  and  wccnen,  men  and 
their  peers,  fathers  and  sons,  mDthers  and  sens,  voien  air"  their  in- 
laws, as  well  as  tte  relationships  between  fello«f  enployees  in  both 


largs  corparaticns  and  small  start-up's. 

Uiis  beck  struck  me  as  an  interesting,  m=dem  lock  into  tte  interac- 
ticns  we  have  with  tte  people  around  us  and  forcEs  us  to  ccnsider  tte 
qipst-im:  As  cortputers  become  more  pratiinent  in  our  society,  rt-pg 
this  dange  cur  lasic  reeds  and  tte  requirarents  of  huiian  interac- 
tioiS? 

GOOD  OMENS 

Neil  Gaiman  and  Terry  Pratctett  ccnfcinad  forces  to  write  an  incred- 

ibLy  interesting,  fast-paced,  funny  and   

thought-prcwcking  novel.  Hiis  nDvel  is, 
siitply  put,  about  tte  end  of  tte  world. 
Now,  even  though  tte  main  daracters  of 
this  ncrel  are  an  angel  and  a  (fanon,  I  dai't 
cHre  if  jcu'rereligious  car  rot,  or  what  your 
religiai  is,  this  bxk  is  excellait.  Ite  angel 
and  demon  sonehow  don '  t  agree  with  tte 
roles  they  play.  Hiey  tend  to  heOp  eadi 
other,  syitpathize  with  each  otter,  as  well 
as  drive  eadi  other  nuts.  If  ycu've  never 
read  either  of  these  authors,  imagine  tte  ,.-,i^>,  .  :.i 

four  horseren  of  the  apocalypse  being     * ' '''  Lusi'irwrWrV'"'' 
three  men,  one  woian,  driving  Iferley's 
vMdi  haRsi  to  be  able  to  fly  over  tiaf  ffc 

jans,  and  jcu'll  get  a  sense  of  tteir  writirg  style.  I  ttn't  krcw;  ary 
novel  in  wtiich  they  danons  nanage  to  misplace  the  Antichrist  as  a 
baby,  angels  cwn  bookstores,  and  danons  get  chased  through  tel- 
ejtone  lines  promses  to  be  interestirij.  To  be  haiest,  I  read  it  in  ctie 
day,  I  oculdn't  put  it  down. 

However,  it  iai't  all  fun  and  gaiBS,  it  is  also  \ery  thariht  provoking. 
It  drals  with  religicn,  friendship,  prejudicES,  and  a  slew  of  otter 
thanes;  they  just  happen  to  be  wrapped  in  an  intriguing  and  enter- 
taining novel,  vMch  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  everyone  I  know  who 
has  rffiiit. 


OniEMS 


^  (I  V  •  t 


NEILGAIMANjnd  ■ 
TERRY  PRATCHEn 


(ccntinued  fran  Page  4) 

latively  speaking  of  course  -  actually, 
it  works  well  in  context  as  well  so  never 
inind..) .  Be  dedicated  toward  achieving 
ycur  g^,  take  it  cne  st^  at  a  time  and  in 
due  time  you  will  find  yourself  v*ere  you 
want  tote:   at  ycur  gcal. 

Hrom  where  I  caie  frcm  -  a  guy  who 
oouldn't  run,  throw  and  hit  for  power  -  to 
where  I  am  today,  it's  beai  a  Icng  road  and  a 
real  nice  ridfe. 

-  Don  Jfettingly,  7*jcr  Leegue  Base- 
bsll  BZajer 

Pt  times,  it  can  te  frustrating  and  feel  down- 
ri^it  pointless  but  you  just  have  to  stick  with 
your  goal  and  keep  moving  forward  Ye^ 
core  rain,  shine,  tidal  wave,  vtetever, 
vital  that  yai  stick  with  jcur  gcal.  You  took 
a  sort  of  vcw  vAien  you  chose  your  goal  (car 
more  like  you  subconsciously  took  tte  vot 
but  that  iai't  tte  pcdnt)  new  stick  with  it.  sure 
it  may  sean  scary,  it  is  a  tag  dBn^  after  all, 


but  if  ycu  want  to  see  it  through,  see  tte  re 
suit  of  you  achieving  your  goal  ycu  have  to 
stidc  with  it.  half  ef  feats  here,  we  want 
you  to  stid<  with  it  and  to  Achieve  that  gcal . 
(  We  are  dead  serious  here  -  no  we  are  not 
cHffeine  addicts  or  anything,  we  sinosrely 
vent  to  see  you  suocBed! )  Unlike  that  dust 
collecting  saxcphcre,  or  that  judo  outfit  that 
lias  hiangiiq  \jg  in  your  closet  ever  since  you 
decided  tte  judo  profession  was  not  for  you, 
yai  will  stick  with  this  gal  and  s^  it  thirough 
to  tte  end.  It  nay  appear  overwhelming  at 
first  but  if  you  stick  to  your  gcal  and  work 
hard,  it  wzn't  be  as  scary  as  you  thiink  -  more 
like  it  will  te  excitirg  and  definitely  net  bar  - 
ing. 

Now,  abcut  that  little  ware  in  tte  back 
of  your  mini.  You  know,  tte  ere  sayirg, 
"Mat  if  I  do  try  and  I  dcn't  achieve  ray  gcal? 
What  do  I  cto  then?"  Okay,  lite  all  thiig  thare 
are  just  sore  that  are  cut  cf  r  rach.  nm't  feel 
you're  a  feilure  that  you  didn't  achieve  ycur 
giBl.  Ycu  are  rot  a  failiira  &r  fron  it,  be- 
cause you  nade  an  ef  fcrt    Ycu  tired  to  put 


icur  all  into  it  -  that  is  Wcrderful  and  that  is 
more  thian  viat  nost  folds  would  do.  You 
are  not  a  failure  because  yod  tired,  tte  ef  fcrt 
nBkes  it  a  suoeess.  Eferhaps  you  did  not  reach 
icur  goal  but  you  tried  and  that  is  all  that 
really  natters. 

Still,  as  you  work  towards  your  gcal 
it  is  gxd  to  reward  ycurself  for  a  jcb  well 
done.  Treat  ycurself  every  now  and  then.  It 
can  te  a  rewarding  experience  achieving 
your  goal  but  you  also  need  motivation  along 
tte  jcurr^  cf  reaching  your  goal.  let  your- 
^if  aijcy  bsiit}  in  tte  Uiteli^  for  a  while. 
Ccmplinent  yourself  because  ycxi  are  doing 
a  fabulous  jcb  that  deserves  scne  reoognition. 
little  words  of  support  can  help  to  nake  tte 
jcumey  a  aicDther  one.  Take  sate  time  out 
to  see  that  jcu  are  going  placss  and  that  you 
will  be  ttere  scxm  eiKXigh. 
Crcs  iour  achieve  your  gcal,  let  ycurself  task 
in  tte  spotlight  because  ycu. 
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Wally,  you're  a  god! 


pne , 

i  \me  baai  gL\ai  a  gift,  at  least  i  think 
it's  a  gift,  i  tnld  ny  friad  ^crge  abcut  it  and 
he  told  me  "wow,  ttet  seans  ncire  lite  a  ni^- 
mare  than  a  gift!" 

i  can  see  into  a  iron's  head,  ret  just 
ary  man's  tead,  wally  caper 's  heed,  it  darted 
abcut  three  veeks  ago  vMle  vally  caper  was 
walking  YatB  fran  work .  he  walked  because 
he  didn't  own  a  car,  and  he  dich't  Ofin  a  car 
because  the  govemnent  wouldn't  allcw  him. 
yen  see,  a  year  ago  he  tock  alochd  out  of  a 
glass  and  thai  hid  it.  thai  abcut  an  hcur  later, 
he  thra/  his  head  cut  of  a  different  type  of 
glass  vAien  he  hit  a  tres. 
I  the  goverrment  sait  a  policenan  to 

in\esti^[te  the  tree,  and  the  car  v*ose  hoed 
was  fuigging  tlat  tree,  and  wolly.  the  prilinR- 
man  r^xsrted  tlat  both  the  tree  and  wally 
would  be  okay,  but  the  car  was  dcffraged  far 
beyond  repair.  Ib  alsD  reported  that  'rtolly 
waoldn't  be  able  to  drive  for  another  throB 
y^rs,  because  his  license  was  being  taken 
I  away  and  it  was  not  going  to  be  givm  back 
until  th^s  three  years  vere  ip.  We  pciioe- 
rran  found  the  alcchol  that  wally  had  hid-he 
had  derenLy  hid  it  in  his  bleed. 

a  torf  truck  driver  then  came  and 
tcMed  cMay  v*Ht  vas  left  of  wally's  car .  vally 
went  to  the  hcspital  to  rest 

every  day  after  then,  he  vaD^  to  and 
fan  Vtork,  cind  frcm  everywhere este. 

Uree  \>eeks  ago  was  my  first  and  cnly 
tiiTE  seeing  him.  i  decided,  unccnscicusly,lD 
do  to  him  \i:st  he  did  to  that  tree,  i  hugged 
him  with  m/  car  as  he  crcssed  the  streeL  tJs 
polioarBn,  ircnically  enough,  was  the  same 
ere  that  pame  to  investigate  vally's  first  acci- 
cfent.   his  rare  was,  and  still  is,  -vem. 

vem  told  ne  tlBt  "it  was  clearly  an 
accident,"  that  '"it  vas  decent  of  me  to  not 
speed  away  after  the  crash  and  cause  a 
godcfeim  police  ctose,"  and  that  i,  unlike 
wally,  hadn't  hid  any  alcctol  in  ity  bleed, 
vally  went  to  the  heepital  to  rest  again,  and  i 
began  to  read  his  mind. 

i  ha\e  full  aooESs  to  all  cf  his  aracdoLE 
I  irennries,  i  can  feel  v*iat  arotions  and  feel- 
I  in^  arerunning  around  inside  of  him,  and  i 
I  can  see  viiat  he  sees  inside  his  head,    i  didi't 


gain  any  knowledge  or  feelings  or  memories 
TTyg=nf,  i  jEt  have  access  to  vally's.  it's  as  if  i 
can  ask  vally  a  questicn  and  he  will  ansver 
me,  in  a  ^lit  ssoond,  telf^thioally,  ad  truth- 
fully to  the  best  of  his  kncwlfic^.  i  can't  see 
into  i±B  ajkxxTBaojs  port  of  his  heed,  if  i 
oould  cb  that,  i  hcnestly  believe  i  would  ex- 
piate. 

i  feel  amy  fer  vally.  no  ere  belies 
him  where  he  is.  te  has  ftur  friaxls  vto  foL- 
low  him  around  even  though  he  regularly  tells 
than  to  "get  lest!"  cr  'take  a  hike,  will  ya!" 


these  feur  fQUowers  claim  ttet  vedly  is  gad.  i 
can  assure  jcu  that      is  not. 

\Nally  is  in  a  ocna. 

he  dreams. 

he  Ybs  very  little  to  no  ocntrol  oer  hii 
dreams,  sanetimes  he  can  ccntrd  miner  de- 
tails, but  tlHt's  rare,  i  ctn't  ha\e  any  oaitrd 
over  my  dreens.  i  also  d3i't  ha[\e  any  ocntrd 
over  vally's  dreams,  i  am  merely  a  ^jectatct 
and  iLcky  y^u,  yji  get  to  spectate  as  well. 

'tho'  cxmrg  text  issus. 


Picture  by  Antonetia  Bonfanti 
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Picture  by  Zoe  Kilmack 

Choice  Lyrics:  the  UJerds  Behind: 
madonna  —  music  CaDDD] 


□ihetse  is  full  of  stars 

I  feel  so  sad 

Teil  ne  tae  iai't  true 

(fothing  out  there  looks  the  same 

What  I  did  vasn't  right 

It's  just  aniEthirg  ttet  we  do 

You're  the  ere  that  I've  been  waiting  for 

I  feel  so  bad 

Tell  ms  everything  I'm  not 

I  don't  even  know  your  name 

And  I  nust  say  to  you 

But  please  dcn't  tell  me  to  step 

Sorry,  tut 

Tell  the  leaves  not  to  turn 

(Inpressi\e  Instant) 

But  (in't  aer  tell  ne  I'll  leam 

••  Nobody's  perfect 

Tate  the  blade  off  aero  w 

I  cai't  remember 

Ifcbody's  perfect 

But  dcn't  tell  ms  1  have  to  go 

When  I  was  young 

What  did  you  expect 

I'm  doing  ray  best 

(Dcn't  Tell  te) 

But  iny  life  goes  cn 

But  not  the  sane 

(fSdxdy's  Eterfect) 

This  guy  has  danced  for  me 

Into  your  eyes 

Turn  to  stone 

And  I  have  danced  for  him 

face  remains 

Lose  faith 

Ihis  guy  has  cried  for  me 

I'll  be  gnie 

And  I  have  cried  for  him 

I've  been  so  hi^ 

Before  it  lappens 

I've  been  so  ciiwn 

This  guy  has  prayed  for  me 

Up  to  the  skies 

(Gone) 

i\nd  I  have  prayed  for  him 

Down  to  the  ground 

This  guy  was  irade  for  ne 

It's  anazing  what  a  boy  can  do 

And  I  was  made  for  him 

I  was  so  blind  I  could  not  see 

I  cannot  step  n^iself 

ifour  paradise 

W  Ish  I  didn't  vant  you  lite  I  62 

(I  De^rve  It) 

Is  not  for  ne 

W  ant  you  and  no  one  else 

Ml  Lyrics  Copyright  Ifedonna 

(Paradise  (Not  Ebr  Ms) ) 

(Amazing) 

Next  htnth  -  The  Wcsxis  Behind:  U2  -  Ml  Vst 
You  Can't  laave  EBhird  (2000) 
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VIVA  FOREVER? 


Tn  life,  tilings  rerturally  run  out.  Werun 
out  cf  drinks.  Werun  of  gas.  Werun  cut  of  luck. 
Evei  the  almighty  sun  will  cne  day  creatE  its  ]ast 
ounce  of  heat.  Hc^ever,  the  most  deadly  is  when 
pecpLe  run  out  of  than^  to  say-  Pe\^dcrB  are  cte- 
pax3ait  cn  speech  for  the  ncet  part  as  it  fills  the 
Ml  created  vrfien  we're  not  doing  ar^'thing.  It  is 
talking  that  allows  friendships  to  occar  and  peo- 
fOetobcnd.  It' s  also  the  kiss  cf  death  cnoe  it  steps. 

AH  frifSTdshifs  start  whsn  two  people  Icee 
their  ccnversaticnal  virginity,  that  cnce-in-a- 
friendship  mcrrtent  v^iere  cjonversaticxi  moves 
tan  introductory  foreplay,  becanes  excited  by 
canmon  interests,  and  cLiirajiES  as  bcth  parties 
gushes  uncontr o1  lahTy  about  their  theories,  be- 
liefs, and  inedtabLy,  thedr  E\jlit^r  -prize  winning 
back  iffea.  It's  the  greai  li^it  before  a  big  race. 
It's  like  cpening  a  nar  Glade  Plug-In:  the  old  air 
is  swept  away  by  the  fresh  spring  soait  of  can- 
panicnship. 

Friendships  ^arkle  far  mcnths  until  that 
cne  fateful  day  while  sipping  cn  yaxc  cafe  lattes 
f-cm  Second  CXip,  you  look  at  your  friend  and 


open  your  mouth  and . . .  nothing .  Nothing  cones 
anymore.  Ihere  is  nothing  ijTp:irtant,  nothing 
txivial,  nothii^  funny,  an  deep  1±at  yoa  feel  the 
need  to  oomiunicate.  No  worries  to  share,  cr 
jjs.  Ahead  lies  a  redli^.  What  happens  when 
you've  used  up  a  friend? 

I  can't  even  begin  to  understand  why  it 
happens.  Did  scmehcw  the  inner  molecular  in- 
teracticns  suddaily  cease  to  occur?  Or  maybe  a 
shift  put  yoa  in  neutral?  Or  ma^toe  like  that  Glade 
Plug-In,  friendship  fades  ewer  time  and  cnoe  it's 
dene,  you  threw  it  out  and  buy  new  cnes.  We  do 
it  with  dates,  vdiy  net  frioids?  But  sene.'Aere 
insiffe,  I  reascffied  that  was  w*iy  friends  vere  not 
dates.  allegedly  lasted.  Etoj^  teaiage  girls 
towe  bou^Tt  'friends  forever  '  penints  to  justify 
it 

When  the  well  becanes  dry,  sqBratioi  is 
an  easy  cpticai;  coimunity  has  danpened  into 
acquaintance.  But  mentally  putting  those  memo- 
ries, fedirg  frcm  vivid  colour  to  dull  yeUows  into 
the  albuns  of  our  past  is  never  easy.  Kte  then  go 
en  to  prcwl  again  trying  to  arash  our  ccnversa- 
ticnal hymai  with  another  person:  an  endless 


cycle  cnly  for  the  psycholcgically  strcngest  or 
numbest. 

Then  it  happen.  A  voiaB  breaks  ths  si- 
lence and  the  veather  is  more  than  just  the 
weather.  It's  iojr  weather. And  the  latest  irovie 
is  rated  by  twD  thLi±s,  not  cne.  Those  pictures 
firing  back  to  life  and  yoa  say  a  little  prater  cf 
thanks  that  a  friaid  stayed  one. 

tfeybe  friendship  isn't  an  air  freshener, 
only  meant  to  mask  the  odour,  ht truly  the  road 
to  happiness.  In  essaKE,  vAien  a  bend,  a  true 
friendship  occurs,  a  unique  synergy  that  dpfi(=K 
the  laws  ef  sdsxs  is  created:  an  astounding  ai- 
orgy  is  creerted  frcm  nothing.  And  so,  in  friend- 
diip  lies  great  pcwer ,  vAiLch  lasts  be^oti  a  veri- 
fied time  frane;  in  any  frisidship,  it  is  the  two 
people  v^io  are  ocnnected  that  define  just  how 
Icng  frim^iip  will  last.  It  is  lite  a  proud  decla- 
ration that  friendship  is  well  worth  the  travel 
down  the  read  to  happiness .  Oorrecticn:  it  is  tfE 
tdl  read  to  happiness  vdiere  yoi  either  get  off 
and  cut  trying  an  alternate  route  or  fay  to  go  cn. 
And  (titmit  if  it  ain't  worth  the  coEt. 


Zo'e  Kilmack 

Ycxi  are  Monday  mornings, 
I  am  Friday  evenings 
Swirled  in  double  margarLtas 
Chanel  number  five,  cleavage 

You  are  aarpctrate  flesh 
I  am  freelanced  words 
caries,  hcnest,  veil. . . 
Sometimes 

You  are  irarried  to  a  ring 
I  am  but  a  slave  to  w  naked  hand 
no  appendages, 
cxily  sex 

the  act  \*iich  carries  me  through  the  weekend 
to  yDU. 


Picture  by  Antonella  Bonfanti 
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Without  Jug, 
You  Can't  Spell 
Subjugation 

By  Steven  Jug 


Htb  past-  tvD  isFjy^  of  the  Innis  fferald  hcs<je  gaTerabed  sore 
coTtccwec^  becBLBB  cf  vi&e  o^aiesaed  in  the  cpiniai  ^cticn. 
I  ObvkiELy,  tiiefBstiffiLEcf  Ite  Ife: aid  ajitainai  an  cpiniai  saticn  that 

twd  a  grfflter  pctential  ftr  antro-osi'  tiiai  tie  pmioB  issue.  Ihjs,  it 
I  (isarves  noreattBtiai  tlHi  tte  firsti£ae,wl±;h  did  ret  wa: 
lE^oBs  in  the  cpinim  edltcr's view.  This  was  cn  aDGoiit  cf  thetri.^^ 
ratrecf  tiie  catplaints  .  W  hile  the  namor  in  whbh  carer ns  war eraisBd 
ova:  lastnaitli's  ifBLEwassirrilHrVGDwardy/tiBtistosaylttteif 
I  aiythirg  vas  actially       tD  the  qjinioi  aecticn  ediia./  tJE  isLEs  invdbsd 
haveraiaEdgaiuire  carErnfircm  SteveiJig.  The  new  cmcern  stsns 
fran  tiie  articlES  tiTSt^lves  erd  tte  aUeged  si^pBssiai  cf  otha:  piaDEs  in 
fevcur  cf  eja:iH.v^y  tteedilix'sovii  cortoit.  ftxi  fran  tl^t  orcarn 
I  ccnesttE  title. 

HiiJe  aare  cf  the  ooittovosial  natuce  cf  tte  articles  pbliffed, 
it  vas  clear  to  tte  editcr  tint  leafbs  erjcy  :tBading  caTtin,Qsial  qoiniai 

OEs.  He  was  sat  ttetrtessage  after  the  rararJabtere^pTBetD  the 
"Withatftt,  Ycu  Cant^Eat^drtic'' artblsby  ffatertBramsicki^ 
the  Eeoatber  2000  issLE.   Ihs  reasoi  tfet  the  le^oise  vas  so  significant 
t3  Staei  vas  tiE  attack  cn  his  cJHracba:  that  33ib  cf  tie  critirnfrns 
inwihei.  Ifeafes  disliJ<Ed  tlie  articQe  becaj^  it  vas  ocnstnad  as  bctii 
I  ridsogyiisticcrdapersaialatiaiikbyStevmJugai  cn  3m 

W  hilearnis3gyastdcircbrtaBcla:^xislBintheartDt,£bevBi 
,  Jjg  was  n±  attetpting  to  ccnvey  rrasogyiy  as  apstive  iifei  cr  a 
I  pjHjfcd  fceUef  Jy  irrlidinj  tte  article  in  the  cplmcn  gctim.  AsaJxgs  ^ 
&icf  tiie  fUm  Ei^  Clib.aEvgisawttEartcJeasasatrecf  ati-feiBle 
viBfB  in  tie  saie  vcy  tJst  E^i^  CLb  ultiiiHteLy  diaaedits  i±e  iri=B  cf  a 
I  vinlf?±  gia¥>  cf  angry  nen  cr  legineTted,  q.Bsi-fagdst  SLfa^rsive 

ativTtiRs .  Tte  fUmFi^ClibevatiRlly  cfata^strates  tte  sti.pidity  cf 
I  TylarCurdsnfefcibwesaiitiEtrLtalilYcf  ilslaiferfcrtiE  skecf 
perscnal  gievancEs .  Sinilar!^,  the  IfedasTtBranEickartbleirakeBclsarliE 
liailaHEss  cf  tiEatirr'sviews  cn  wanai,  as  hdscacliKiQEare 
I  pxriy  tased  cn  a  pnloged  cnecdDbe  aba±  his  ec-girlfriori,  vhidi  he 
ficr  sore  leascn  tELLaes  is  a  neurotic  ejeE^waren.  As  rrany  EhgLLsh 
stLdaits  win  sucEiy  tell  yDu,  fiftiai  is  a  batta:  niEthDd  cf  onv^ing  a  point 
than  sinpLydatirgitina  jurralisticnErner .  Ssvei  Jug  nevo:  intaifei 
tiie  ar  tb  le  to  be  tsk  m  sadoM  y,  nx  did     eifBd:  it  to  irqir  e  arg  or  in  h^ 
SlowstLrfeits  cr  attacte  cn  has  claradH: . 

Rirtiarmore,  these  who  know  9Evei  Jug  wdLUk^yremember 
his  arrfeming  cimactadzaticn  as  a  Nuimie'  last       in  resicbre.  This  is 
I  oartakly  a  norevaLidclBradBdsticn  then  tiBtcf  irasogyiiaL  IhtiB 
1848  Ctimunist  ^fenifesto  Itoc  and  EJigels  freely  state, 
'"Gtnrnnists.ieal  point  aired  at  is  to  do  a«y  with  the  status  of 
I  voien  as  itere  instnirmts  cf  pccdrtioi."  TfHt  ^xuld  be  sufficdsit  to 

these  vho  are  igxrant  dxxL  the  poliHml  l£ft  to  (farcnstralE  ttet 
1  GtnnuiiaTt,  an3  v^Htaer  si^poct  far  its  idpals  the  cpinioi  editcr  has, 
aretdallyinf  avQir  cf  eqnlitycf  tleaejis .  The aditrr  did advoBtEthe 
ftp  in  the  electicn,  and  iroim  the  Ices  cf  the  qgmly  ffeixist  tend 
Againi  The  Ifec  hire  in  its  antral  form.  TteMtiststaiEcf  tJEoStcr's 
I  prntioB  druld  te  edffere  aru^  cf  i±e  satirical  rature  cf  tJE  Ifeibect 
BtHTEick  article. 

Ihe  mxh  roie  saliait  coiOEm  lai^  residing  the  incLusicn  cf 
I  tteartcleistteviewtiatitwaBaparsDBlatlairkagainstapErsoiatSrQS. 
Vhile  this  vas  nao:  tire  intait  cf  the  editcr,  it  Ibs  gcoitred  in  aty  case. 
I  fte  did  ret  va^  tie  article  to  be  viaed  ty  aryjE  at  Imis  as  an 
iniicaticncf  iBsfosiir^ towards  than.   B:is3Evafi Jig" scnLyregiEtin 
lE^ad  to  having  incap3Hted  the  satirical  Ifeihat  Brarsidc  articQe  in  the 
I  cpinicn  ^ctiai.  StBsi  JUg  feels  ahedlilbely  tpyrihlp  fer  the  prrhlgrR 
has  causad,  which  cf  cnirse  have  beai  sBosilHtBi  ty  these  vath  little 
aetial  )axwlH^  cf  his  itotiiiaticn  fi^r  wdting  ths  article. 


TteartcMsaijjactisatalltiieJulia  t-fecArttur  regardless 
cf  ths  ^BcLfic  &eits  inwohei  in  tte  vodc,   tfeertheless,  t±E 
jndividnl     feriiTl  ep=nifirTi11  yh«th=>nrtitrr'.qdqppshaTisin:H:^ 
^idogyf  cr  his  inomsi[i=ratpartiai.  W  hOe  1e  stmfe  byhis  inoliEim 
cf  tie  Rabat  BtHTEddc  article,  en  early  asciim  cf  tte  article 
LngJSstioBbly  dndd  iHve  baai  aidtbed,  and  the  article  woild  have 
tfus  baai  noK  eEfecti\e  in  adiiewrg  its  inteidfed  result.  Thpsrrtjnlp 
VBS  never  rreant  as  an  attack  ipm  thpir  Fg^^,    TliB/  ptilirpitimd 
theartfclew^  mfert^oi  vdth  no  rralicicus  intait  whatsoew . 

In  le^Bl  to  the  mircr  caxEm  that  the  cpinicn  gcticn  is 
sinpLy  ths  St&ei  Jug  secticn,  he  is  vaLoarang  ncxe  si±missiaB  to 
the  ^cticn  this  naith.   The  near-  nnrpcOy  he  aijc^  in  re^id  to 
ajdrrirrr  the  ^cticn  fear  titles  was  a  reailtcf  ickcf  stijrdssiais , 
leaviig  him  no  choice  h±  to  aiixr  the  ^ctia:i  hin^lf.  aeenJLg 
did  net  sinpLy  fill  tte  seeticn  in  sgatB  cf  ctlH:  articles  that  vee 
sdmtted.   If  imfers  woild  liJe  1*=?^  pcdnt-oeu  ihapoint,  th^  ^ndd 
cmsicfer  sdjuiLLiig  articles  to  ths  seetiai. 

Oyetall,  tte  cpinicn  edLtEr  voald  like  to  cnaiHit  that  the 
TTTPC^g?  s^B  to  be  \sy  inteEsted  in  tte  artdcQes  that  he  vi&s  as  less 
sdgiificaTt  vhile  the  articlas  eboAi  iiipjrlaiL  political  od  sozial  isLES 
iEosi\e  little  attatiai.  It  is  inpcctant  that  tte  p^s:  is  reai  ad  the 
ooitiaEcsial  cpinicn  article?  have  djie  nueh  to  that  end.   EfeiapB  ii 
ths  reverse  vetE  the  case,  thai  he  weuld  ccnsirter  inctirting  fever 
articles  cf  tte  'nare  nai^'  sert  that  have  baai  so  vdtfely  lead. 

Sietvn  Jug  is  the  editor  of  the  opinion  section  and  decided  that  this  article  of 
defence  and  regret  simpt^  must  take  the  place  of  his  usual  commentary  on  social 
and  political  issues  to  attempt  to  undo  atry  damage  done     tije  article  in  question. 

Thanks  To  All  These 
Rumours,  I  Don't  Bother 
With  The  Newspaper 

By  Julia  MacArthur 

In  my  quasi-mondily  perusal  of  the  Innis  Herald,  an  article 
caught  my  attention,  namely  because  it  was  written  about  me,  Julia 
MacArthur,  penned  by  none  other  than  Herbert  Bramsick.  Althougji 
a  summary  of  the  piece  may  be  beneficial  —  it  would  not  have  held 
my  attention  if  my  name  had  not  been  smattered  across  the  page  -  I 
will  not  subject  you,  gentle  reader,  to  another  tirade  by  a  scarred, 
embittered,  and  maligned  post-pubescent.  Unfortunately,  it  is  often 
difficult  to  remember  the  good  times;  however,  and  let  us  face  this 
fact  toother,  living  in  an  opulent  society,  at  an  age  in  which  the  only 
people  who  matter  are  themselves  and  their  closest  friends,  most 
teenagers  do  have  their  share  of  good  times.  Arguably,  good  times 
are  relative,  and  I  suppose  Herbie  may  have  had  better  times  in  his 
life,  but  (call  me  an  idealist)  if  any  good  comes  from  his  weapon  of 
choice,  the  mass  media,  it  is  the  deeper  appreciation  of  the  good  pad 
of  this  life  throug^i  which  we  blunder.  Hey»  at  least  he  had  girls  to 
complain  about,  right? 

NX^ich  brings  me  to  my  real  reason  for  writing  this  rebuttal. 
TTiis  experience  (I  suppose  I  could  call  it  Taad  press")  has  caused  me 
to  contemplate  what  we  consider  to  be  news  today.  The  media,  who 
have  the  potential  to  educate,  inform,  and  even  to  obliterate 
ignorance,  is  awash  with  tlie  very  dribble  and  bad  press  tliat  we 
students  of  Innis  witnessed  last  month.  My  friend  and  fellow  resident 
Kate  Brindley,  who  worked  with  a  magazine  distributing  firm  before 
resigjiing  to  attend  university,  estimated  that  the  ratio  of  tabloids, 
romance  gossip  columns,  and  pom  to  actual  educative  and 
informative  news  sources  runs  12  to  1. 

First  of  all,  what  does  that  say  about  us  as  a  culture?  Despite 
our  conviction  that  we  are  such  hig^ily  evolved  creatures,  who  are 
advancing  at  phenomenal  rates  in  a  melange  of  fields,  we  still  display 
a  very  sordid  aspect  of  our  nature.  An  economic  law  states  that  if  tht 
public  demands  a  product,  it  will  be  produced  for  us.  We  must  keep 
this  in  mind  when  we  try  to  blame  the  creators  of  these  questionable 
products,  whether  tliey  are  Tellimbbies,  Pokemon,  Danielle  Steele 
novels,  or  the  Toronto  Sun. 


ir>Ol..r  RCRidUD 
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That  is  how  I,  tlie  victim  of  such  a  product, 
ivoid  placing  the  blame  on  Herbie  foe  writing  tlie 
article,  and  on  Steve  Jug  and  the  otlier  editors  for 
allowing  the  article  to  be  printed.  They  are  merely  wise 
economists  who  are  providing  you,  the  public,  with 
what  you  want  to  digest. 

We  must  come  to  terms  with  the  fact  that  we 
are  reading  it  not  to  be  morality's  superheroes, 
defending  the  ri^ts  and  reputations  of  the  victims  of 
the  mass  media.  No,  we  are  reading  this  crap  because 
we  are  entertained  by  it,  because  we  like  to  hear  that 
Dther  people  do  real,  despicable,  wouldn't-tell-your- 
mother  things,  be  tliey  royalty,  Hollywood  movie 
stars,  fictional  characters,  or  lowly  fellow  students.  I 
io  not  mean  this  to  be  in  any  way  insulting.  To  each 
his  own.  If  Joe  University  likes  to  read  about  a 
itranger's  sexual  exploits  let  him  be  entertained.  If  Jane 
University  needs  to  get  angry  at  the  entire  male  gender 
via  some  unknown  journalist,  it  is  better  than  having 
her  take  her  rage  out  on  her  partner  (it  is  no  wonder 
Herbie  is  convinced  that  we  are  all  psychotic). 

So  remember  boys  and  gids.  Princess  Di  died 
for  your  viewing  pleasure,  always  question  the  sources, 
and  don't  be  ashamed  to  read  Playboy  for  the 
pictures. 

By  the  way,  the  only  reason  Herbie  wrote  all 
that  stuff  about  me  being  psychotic  is  because  he 
wishes  that  it  was  him  that  I  had  sex  with  in  the 
middle  of  that  party.  He  always  got  off  on  that  kinky 
shit. 

fn/ia  MacArlhur  is  a  student  at  Imiis,  and  has  the  Herald's 
migradulaiions for  being  the  bigger  person  in  the  dispute  betmen 
her  and  Herbie'. 


Cameron 
Weir 

Proclaims: 


Qdsl  Warinirg  ly^  M 

Have  any  of  you  noticed  how  cold  it's  been 
lately?  I  sure  know  I  have.  This  is  one  of  the  coldest 
starts  to  the  winter  that  I  can  remember.  And  what 
was  the  deal  with  the  summer?  You'd  think  that  after 
all  the  rain  and  cold  we  had  even  to  the  middle  of 
luly  that  we'd  get  a  break.  But  no.  Mother  Nature  has 
always  been  a  harsh  mistress.  However,  it's  not  our 
good  Mother  that  is  leaving  me  cold.  It's  those  pansy 
environmentalists  with  their  'green'  talk  and  their  anti- 
:orporate  rhetoric.  I  like  corporations.  They  make 
nice  things  for  me  to  buy  Anyways,  so  where  are  all 
the  environmentalists  now,  with  their  talk  of  "global 
warming"  and  "ozone  holes"  and  "skin  cancer?"  It's 
a  whole  lot  of  hooey  If  there  really  was  global 
warming,  tlien  why  have  the  last  three  years  been  the 
coldest  in  my  nineteen  living  in  Toronto?  If  there 
really  is  global  warming,  shouldn't  it  be  getting. . . . 
warmer? 

Now  I'm  no  scientist,  but  it  seems  what's 
really  going  on  here.  Sure,  all  of  tlie  chemicals  made 
the  wodd  warmer  at  first,  but  Nature  tlien  adapted  to 
them  and  began  to  regulate  herself  again.  So,  now 
that  those  damn  environmentalists  made  us  stop 
producing  chemicals.  Nature  is  being  thrown  for  a 
loop.  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


She  bec-ime  used  to  rhe  chemicals  to  make  the 
wodd  warm,  and  now  it's  getting  frickin'  freezing  in 
tlieir  absence.  So,  if  you  take  my  advice,  we  should 
reintroduce  CFCs  and  help  her  out  a  bit.  Hell,  if  we 
make  enough  of  them,  we  could  turn  Canada  into  a 
tropical  paradise. 

Now,  I  know  what  you're  thinking.  How  can 
X  an  individual,  help  with  such  a  big  problem  out  of 
my  control?  And  you're  right.  You  are  just  a  pathetic 
cog  in  the  capitalist  machine,  but  there  ae  ways  for 
you  to  take  action.  Your  car's  air  conditioning  system 
is  a  rich  source  of  CFCs.  Puncture  it,  and  release  the 
chemical  goodness.  After  all,  the  way  things  are  going, 
you  probably  won't  need  air  conditioning  in  a  couple 
of  years  anyways.  And,  hey,  next  time  you  use  a  spray 
can,  spray  a  little  extra  -  for  Mother  Nature,  and  for 
me. 

CcTETcn  WQrisafhilcjqiiyqpBddjEtattiEUiLTaafy .  Ife 
jsrctaadstist,  ncrdxsteko/aysdgtiqtsltdiQjdld 
|TrH?ih1y-tT=ni  him^j- glcVnl  wvmrq.  Bfis  qpiniciB  aJE  rct 
d^ffld tythe l&ald Staff ,  vtocf  cnnsEaiEalaDrttejBte 
oi  gldsl  vanniig.  Sbxferts  of  HrmnrrHtal  Stufdes  at  Imis 
shiM  he  ir^aiHJ    tto  firE  vcric  tD  ootnl^ 

Rii±.-<]bLite5ote 

Black  Shirts 
And  Black  Ink 

By  Benito  Mussolini's 
iVIangled  Corpse 

Loyal  Innis  Herald  readers,  1, 
the  benevolent  Duce 
Mussolini,  offer  you  the 
chance  to  return  your  paper 
to  its  former  glory 

The  Duce  was  of  course  the  editor  of  a  socialist 
newspaper  in  Italy  in  the  1910's,  and  later  founded  a 
paper  of  his  own.  While  the  Herald  isn't  a  socialist 
newspaper,  prominent  Innis  students  such  as  Matt  Lie 
Paehlke  have  called  it  "a  pinko  tag"  With  Steven  Jug  as 
an  editor  that  seems  to  be  an  accurate  description.  I,  the 
great  Mussolini,  know  how  to  deal  with  the  communists. 
They  will  not  mn  die  Herald  into  isolation  like  diey  have 
done  to  other  papers  in  the  past.  I  secured  papal  support 
before  and  I  can  again.  Do  you  really  want  some 
whimpering  liberals  running  your  paper,  ready  to  give 
way  to  die  reds  at  any  moment?  Nol  You  need  the 
strong  hand  of  Mussolini  to  keep  the  Herald  safe  from 
those  who  would  subvert  its  glorious  position  among 
the  other  papers. 

Your  otherwise  mi^ty  paper  has  been  rather 
inconsistent  in  coming  to  the  newsstands,  and  has  yet  to 
come  out  on  time.  1  will  restore  the  Herald's  lost  glory 
and  make  die  paper  run  on  time.  In  Italy,  Mussolini 
made  die  trains  run  on  time.  I  will  have  litde  trouble 
doing  the  same  with  your  puny  paper.  Odiers  such  as 
Marx's  head  are  cowards  and  cannot  hope  to  secure  the 
glorious  victories  that  I  will  bring.  My  black  shirts  will 
stop  at  nothing  to  see  die  orderiy  operation  of  the 
Herald.  Is  the  glory  of  die  Innis  Herald  wordi  die  price 
of  fascism?  1  say  yesi  In  time  die  people  will  come  to 
love  Mussolini  as  their  leader,  and  will  be  secure  from 
the  direat  posed  by  die  red  menace.  I  was  victorious  in 
Africa  and  I  can  be  victorious  in  North  America.  I  am 
die  best  choice  for  die  next  ruler  of  die  Herald,  better 
than  Marx's  head  even  as  a  mangled  corpse^  


tJamn  ShFriff 
EfcapesF2Dm 

pnH-rrii-iFp;  fear  he  wiek^  a 
new  fin^tpdnt-tBgad 

The  Shixked  Escapee 

^TteH^mlfi  Staff 
Panic  mles  the  streets  as  the  news  of  Jamin 
Sheriff's  daring  breakout  becomes  widely  known. 
Driven  to  his  psychological  breaking  point  while 
slaving  over  a  'design  project',  he  is  at  large 
somewhere  in  the  Toronto  area.  Speculation  is 
rampant  at  present  over  his  possible  plans.  While  Mr. 
Sheriff  is  not  considered  dangerous,  die  fingerprint 
based  super-lock  he  was  working  on  last  may  be 
complete.   The  parallels  between  Mr.  Sheriff  and 
Nikolai  Tesla  are  astounding,  as  Tesla  once  created  a 
'deatli  ray'  of  his  own..  Only  time  will  tell  what  Mr. 
Sheriff  has  in  store  for  humankind- 

Rii±.<biitepDiiTt: 

The  Iferald' s  l^:xbEli1rr 
APafBTFor 

B/ABrcnze  Bjst 

I  call  upon  die  students  of 
Innis  to  nse  up  and  defeat 
the  fascist  villain  Mussolinil 

I,  die  heroic  Bronze  Bust  of  Kad  Marx's  Head,  am 
the  one  fit  leader  of  die  Innis  Herald.  In  1842, 1  was 
the  editor  of  die  HEimslE  2sS\ig  until  March  of  the 
following  year  when  I  resigned  the  position  because 
of  die  censorship  condinons  diat  1  did  not  tolerate.  In 
1851, 1  had  a  nineteen-article  series  tided  "Revolurion 
and  Counter-Revoludon  in  Germany'  published  in  die 
New  York  Daily  Tribune  over  die  course  of  a  year.  I 
obviously  have  die  same  amount  of  experience  as  diat 
fascist  hack  Mussolini.  He  would  like  to  keep  secret 
the  fact  tfiat  we  was  fired  from  die  socialist 
newspaper  where  he  worked  for  supporting  die  First 
Wodd  Wir.  Under  die  leadership  of  Marx's  Head,  the 
Innis  Herald  will  not  be  dragged  into  any  of  die 
imperialists'  wars. 

Mussolini's  glorified  Roman  discipline  is  nodiing 
more  dian  a  veil  for  violence  and  harassment.  Is  diat 
how  you  wish  to  be  treated  as  readers  of  die  Herald? 
Mussolini  made  die  trains  run  on  time,  by  shoodng 
someone  if  riiey  did  not.  Is  diis  how  you  want  your 
paper  run,  by  a  group  of  gangsters?  Wliat  sort  of 
writer  would  work  under  diose  conditions? 

Now  I  will  tell  you  of  the  wonders  you  will 
experience  widi  a  Bronze  Bust  of  Kad  Marx's  Head 
as  your  leader.  The  Herald  Staff  will  not  be  exploited, 
but  instead  each  will  work  according  to  his  ability, 
eacli  accoKiing  to  his  means.  And  die  Herald  will  be 
free  to  take  its  own  course;  diere  will  be  no  censorship 
of  Herald  writers.  After  all,  it  was  I  who  inspired 
communist  revolutionaries  all  around  die  globe. 
Support  Marx's  Head,  and  freedom  for  the  Herald. 
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Where's  The  |P 
Beef? 

By  Joseph  Jacques 
&  Cesaire  Joffre 


Joffre 


Would  you  like  to  know  what  is  sickening?  We'll  tell  you  what  is 
I  sickening  The  state  of  the  worid  is  sickening.  And  of  course,  since  we 

eiity  industrialized  states  make  it  sick,  we  don't  really  care.  We  hope  you 
I  don't  think  we're  joking.  This  paper  is  known  for  joking,  although  its 
isually  not  interpreted  properly,  so  we're  clearing  tliis  up  at  tlie  beginning 
This  is  nor  a  joke  at  aJl. 

Tlie  fijn  euphemism  is  ^obalization,  which  is  a  great  way  of  saying 
I  greed.  Because  greed  is  what  drives  tlie  global  economy,  currency 

speculation,  and  multinational  corporations.  Of  course,  few  people  are 
I  aware  of  tlie  problem,  and  even  fewer  care.  Those  who  do  still  don't  do 
anything  about  it  except  lecture  others  about  it  when  tliey  say  sometliing 
less  than  enlig^itened  about  tlie  topic  (like  the  famous  line  tiiat  its  better  for 
I  kids  to  work  in  sweatshops  than  not  to  work  at  all). 

Wliat  are  doing  here  is  spreading  sweatshop  awareness  to  you 
I  wretches  not  in  the  social  sciences  (don't  worry,  there  are  a  load  of 
wretches  in  (lie  social  sciences),  and  of  course  ttie  P.I.s,  because  tliey  really 
need  a  lesson.  Too  much  apathy  exists  these  days,  and  of  course  that  isn't 
changing  any  time  soon  considering  what  those  gen-xer's  and  us  gen-y 
characters  are  shaping  up  to  be. 

Now  to  tlie  topic  at  hand:  the  re-colonization  of  the  developing 
I  worid  through  multinational  corporations  (MNCs)  I'm  sure  tiiat  it's  a 
buzzword  that  most  people  have  heard,  along  with  globalization.  But  we 
don't  have  much  regard  for  you,  the  average  reader,  so  here  goes.  Of 
[  course  tliere  are  the  classic  stats,  such  as  a  typical  worker  for  Nike  was 
I  paid  SI  a  day  in  1991,  while  tlie  shoes  generally  cost  over  SlOO  dollars  in 
Canada.  Nike  profits  in  1991  alone  registered  at  US  $287  million.  But  we 
think  it  is  important  to  highlight  tlie  conditions  generally  experienced  by 
80%  of  the  worid's  population,  which  needless  to  say  lives  in  poverty. 

Tlie  worid  is  cleariy  divided  by  economic  status,  a  division  far  more 
I  enduring  than  the  ideological  divide  of  old.  Tlie  developing  worid 
contains  tliree  quarters  of  the  worid's  population,  but  only  one  tliird  of  its 
goods  and  services.  Seventy  states  have  average  incomes  lower  tlian  they 
were  in  1980,  while  forty-tliree  have  incomes  lower  tlian  tliey  were  in 
1970.  Just  as  impressive  is  tlie  fact  that  tlie  358  nchest  billionaires  in  the 
worid  have  a  combined  wealth  that  exceeds  the  sum  of  the  annual 
incomes  of  countries  witli  45%  of  the  worid's  population.  B//1  that's  okay, 
because  lime  billiotiaim  earned  all  of  that  money. 

These  economic  figures  do  translate  into  a  humanitarian  disaster. 
I  800  million  people  do  not  receive  enougji  food,  while  1.3  billion  people 

lack  access  to  safe  drinking  water  17  million  people  die  annually  from 
1  treatable  diseases,  and  90%  of  the  worid's  population  infected  with  HIV 
lives  in  the  soutli  (tlie  developing  worid).  Such  problems  are  exacerbated 
by  the  foct  that  the  south  has  seventy-five  percent  of  tlie  worid's 
population  but  only  tliirty  percent  of  tlie  worid's  doctors.  And  finally,  one 
billion  people  in  tlie  world  are  illiterate. 

Women  are  worst  off  in  the  developing  worid.  Seventy  percent  of 
I  die  worid's  population  living  in  poverty  is  female.  Two  tliirds  of  all 
illiteracy  is  female.  Eighty  percent  of  malnourished  children  are  female. 
Tliis  problem  is  due  in  substantial  part  to  die  fact  tliat  men  are  the  ones  in 
I  most  positions  of  power  in  the  developing  worid  as  diey  are  here. 

What  is  the  role  of  MNCs  in  all  this?  That's  a  good  question  diat 
I  should  be  considered  by  those  readers  witli  die  good  sense  to  still  be  witli 
us.  MNCs  are  a  major  part  of  the  net  flow  of  capital  into  tlie  nordi  (tliat 
I  is  us)  from  tlie  soutli,  because  diey  receive  more  money  in  profit  from  die 
developing  worid  dian  they  invest,  A  large  part  of  diis  problem  stems 
from  tlie  fact  tliat  developing  countries  are  essentially  used  to  cheaply 
obtain  raw  materials,  and  then  manufacture  more  advanced  products 
1  abroad.  Not  surprisingly,  most  of  what  is  produced  by  MNCs  is  too 
expensive  for  tlie  people  in  developing  countries  to  buy  at  market  prices. 


At  tlie  same  rime,  MNCs  contribute  to  inequality,  as  they 
create  a  social  and  economic  elite  that  is  likely  the  corrupt  agent  of 
die  MNC,  while  die  poor  majority  only  sees  its  conditions  worsened. 
Tlie  economies  of  die  countries  involved  are  also  made  dependant 
on  die  MNCs  for  whatever  investment  Uiey  do  provide,  and  they  ace 
simultaneously  responsible  for  stifling  domestic  development,  as 
competition  from  local  companies  in  areas  such  as  labour,  and 
oppose  efforts  of  developing  countries  to  actually  industrialize, 

Ultimately,  MNCs  are  obstacles  to  social  change,  as  profit  is 
their  primary  concern  and  may  be  direatened  by  progressive  social 
movements.  This  is  at  die  core  of  die  sweatshop  issue,  where  it  is 
argued  that  dehumanizing  nearly-slave  work  is  better  than  none.  Tliai 
argument  doesn't  properiy  take  into  account  the  fact  diat  die  labour 
conditions  of  modern  times  were  gready  shaped  by  strikes.  If  the 
workers  had  simply  had  die  'better  dian  notliing'  mentality,  they  mig^ 
still  be  working  fourteen  hour  days,  get  fined  for  missing  work,  and 
receiving  no  compensation  for  injury  and  of  course  have  no  safety 
precautions  taken.  Not  to  mention  die  revolutions  that  toppled  the 
autlioritarian  Russian  and  German  governments  in  1917  and  1918, 
respectively,  were  largely  due  to  massive  worker  strikes  (we  have  that 
on  very  ^od  historical  audiority). 

ITie  combined  debt  of  the  41  most  highly  indebted 
developing  countries  is  US  $135  billion,  while  the  worid's  largest 
MNCs  each  record  annual  revenues  in  excess  of  US$  100  billion.  Bn 
they  do  so  much  good  ky  exploiting  cheap  labour  and  selling  mediocre  products  to 
an  ignorant  public  at  inflated  prices,  why  should  they  be  punished  and  condemned 
for  conducting  business  so  weU?  The  corporations  do  soooo  much  good,  like 
pro  tiding  Cameron  Weir  uith  products,  it's  a  mnder  th^  get  such  a  bad  re^.  It. 
like  everyone  is  exploiting  them,  making  them  a  scapegoat  for  the  n^rld's 
problems.  Such  absurd  (but  real)  counter-arguments  force  us  to  ask  di( 
question,  are  MNCs  really  helping  anyone?  Our  answer  is  obvious, 
but  you  should  diink  about  it  yourself  To  provide  a  contrast,  the 
UN  operates  on  a  budget  of  US$1.2  billion.  Nodiing  substantial  is 
done  about  the  debt  load,  which  cripples  die  governments  of 
developing  countries,  despite  the  obvious  availability  of  money. 

All  of  diese  numbers  and  facts  hopefully  give  you  a  better 
idea  of  what's  going  on  in  die  worid,  and  that  it  continues  because  nc 
one  really  gives  a  damn.  Tliese  are  all  facts  and  our  feelings  of  anger 
towards  NGMCs  were  generated  by  die  facts,  not  die  odier  way 
around.  There  are  so  many  diings  to  occupy  our  collective  time  here 
in  the  West,  but  diat  concern  is  dealt  with  elsewhere.  The  views 
expressed  here  are  broadly  held  in  die  actual  field  of  study.  Readers 
really  should  question  die  value  of  a  global  economic  system  diat 
benefits  20%  of  die  worid's  population  at  the  expense  of  die 
livelihood  of  the  other  80%.  Then  again,  why  would  anyone 
complain  about  being  part  of  the  global  elite?  And  the  answer  is  dial 
very  few  people  do  complain. 

This  article  isn't  meant  to  be  totally  anti-capitalist  or  anti- 
American;  it  is  concerned  widi  die  drastic  departure  from  capitalism 
of  old  (the  kind  diey  teach  you  about  in  economics),  and  the 
exploitation  of  all  consumers  in  the  pursuit  of  profit.  Tliose  who 
survived  througii  exploitation  used  to  be  called  parasites,  but  now 
riiese  business  people  are  regarded  as  something  odier  dian  die 
problem. 

Finally,  we  come  to  the  question  of  what  exacdy  can  be  done 
about  die  current  problem.  And  as  is  to  be  expected,  apathy  rules 
out  most  options.  Protesting  has  proven  itself  to  be  a  very  effective 
method  of  spreading  awareness  about  the  villainy  of  globalization,  as 
the  APEC  scandal  and  Seatde  protests  were  news  items  for  months. 
If  a  trade  conference  of  relevance  comes  to  town,  get  off  your  ass 
and  get  out  into  the  streets.  Then  there  are  the  more  classic  methods 
of  airing  your  grievances,  such  as  writing  a  letter,  or  starting  a  letter- 
writing  campaign  to  your  elected  representative  or  die  head  of  tlie 
appropriate  corporation.  We  are  not  pretending  that  these  methods 
of  protest  actually  result  in  any  substantial  change.  But  they  don't 
hurt,  and  spreading  awareness  can  only  be  a  good  diing  if  we  want 
broad  support.  Because  it  is  clear  what  would  actually  be  needed  to 
affect  change  quickly:  the  violent  overthrow  of  die  Western 
governments. 

The  r&/  feald  Staff  nuilaB  tha^  tiBt  tie  p^o:  rmfei  to  tale  sttcrga: 
pTKitinrBcnavgfeCT^cf  jEaes.  TFtH.q.=^lt^Hp^h^TFrit^^='hpl1  gtcf  yty  itis 
HDOE^  sfeithtyoircKi. 


14 


Hie  Ctnnossars  en  jq^  a  radr)  bceak 

Dogs  With  Jobs 

By  The  Herald  Staff 

This  is  the  tag  tiiiid  iaae  c£  tte  2000-2031 
linis  teraM,  and  it  will  tniitibaJly  be  an  aent  in 
the  Innis  caimirdly.  Cbxerns  fevebeai  raised 
abojt  "die  strcrg-arm  tactics  cf  tiie  cpinicn  editrr 
an3  his  (toraratioi  cf  tlie  ^cticn.   Wiile  he  peatly 
adiesEEs  1±^b  cmceois  in  his  Isd  cpimcn  pie:e  tiiis 
(icnth,  ttenevAyf  crmad  cpinicn  secticn  ocmnittee 
dEcitfei  t^Ht  tlie  dBrges  tD  tlie  sacdai  ^TOild  te 
cdd:e33Bd  diroHy. 

The  cpinicn  ffrtim  is  ra^  ret  eciusL\eLy  in 
tlie  coTttriL  cf  its  aditrr,  Sta^  Jig  {luiturHJ  to  be 
at  a  tail^fe  fatty  ar&iEce  in  tfew  Jecs^) ,  as  Its 
has  ixwited  the  other  vffiters  to  oite  tD^thsr  and 
CTEBte  a  ticcad  agreaiBit  cn  vhich  articlUs  sinild  te 
piii^Bd  in  eadi  isie.  The  first  serial  cf  tie 
cnrmLtt^  vsas  vscy  axosEsful,  as  the  editcr  and  the 
ether  writers  vete  able  tD  cote  to  a  ccnsaisus  cn  the 
ojiLaiL f cr  this ncnth' sejfpancfed  secticn.  Therew 
coimissars  indute  C&rercn  'I'm  net  le^cnsilie  fix 
anycf  tie  gapa:' s  ocnteit  otter  then  my  own 'W  eir, 
Stun  aierif  f,  GLb  JaibeyJCBejh  Jacqjes ,  Gfedre 
Jcffre,  Julia  f-fecftcthur  (nzt  picturoi) ,  and  Jackie 
3xilfe  (net  pictured) .   With  a  larger  grap  cf  paqple 
inraLved  (altteuc^i  caiercn  vas  cnly  inrolwd  in  his 
artdde) ,  tte  qpinicn  ^cticn  will  finally  be  tte  hoie  cf 
nirercus  writers,  with  mxe  alve^  veLocne.    It  is 
tte  tepe  cf  the  conrdttes  and  all  cf  its  ajimissrs 
ti^  1±sse  structural  d-ar^  wiJl  jrnit  in  a  tetta: 
r^fiesHitaticn  cf  Imis  stufeits  and  tte  i-qsT!F^  that  are 
dnp3rtant  to  than,  and  a  mxe  reacteble  f^ht 
oseQI. 

A  ociTFariscn  with  tte  dty' s  rtajcr  pa  pars 
piaicES  a  ferajratQe  lESjlt  fia:  tte  tterald.  This 
papsr  wHl  net  pusue  en  elitist  aacpcrate  c^i:^.  It 
will  ret  te  bcong  .Tte  tter  aid  will  net  ccntain  too 
many  sctxns  tiBtoverwhelm  tte  pa  par"  s  gBlity 
wcrbrg.Firally,  a  teancf  illilHrate  riicnk^  cbes  net 
prcdjce  tte  pa  par.  Tte  above-tfescribed  pa  pars  naed 
net  te  rHTEd,  as  th^  are  ctwicusly  idaitifjad  ty  their 

In  adfUtdoi  to  tte  leaaens  fcr  net  reading 
other  ns-JEp^ECs,  there  are  ootp^-ning  reascns  to 
read  tte  feald.  Pe  umoHity  stiiij  its,  en  intrinsic 
\aliE  easts  in  leadirg  pi±icaticn  writtai  ty  ether 
stufeits  .  Njie  of  these  dd-tiiTe  tec  kjaarrab^ 
vto  camct  get  a  ba±  pLfcliEted  are  at  tte  Jferald. 
Tte  other  U  cf  T  papers  lade  this  cbLum,  and  are 
net  tte  pnict  cf  a  aiall  part  cf  tte  inte-lledxal  elite 
atliTDs . 

Rfure  i?=piPF!  cf  tte  feald  are  jiet  as 
inpcartcnt  as  tte  OTiirirg attributEsce  ttepapar. 
E^a:fes  can  e^Ect  a  wiite  arra/  cf  aJjjeets  in  this 
GQbjm,  ranging  fcan  cmtrassial  political  articles, 
to  ire^aifet  dTaracter  assasEiiraticns,  to  otter 
ocntrovar^artbfe  .  Pe^aps  tte  nest  inpcartat 
elHieitcf  tteterakIsr6a±ihElityistlHttlTisaad±3i 
will  ocntirxE  to  te  dyrardc  and  cannet  step  being 

fTTrt-TTiCTytial  CBnn. 


Tte  Ifetald  Staff  diE  v^at  it  Gsi  ftr  tte  ptajis  cf  tte 
rffldirgadioTOB-  tedfershi\eepreMd(mH:ntiiEttti^cr(S 

lire  sate  tiies.  TteSHEf  cbEsntlieinawildcf  lirm, 
oily  or  \e5  ail  still  ncreox  IB  . 

Just  For  The  Record 

If  The  Opinion  Writsr^  Wpre  Characters  From  Films 
By  The  Herald  Staff 

SBvmJisj.  Tyls:  tXircfei  cf  Fi^ChJDfame 

Julia  t^acftrtlur:  (■fellory  FhcK  cf  tetural  Earn  Killers  feie 

Cameron  Weir:  Steve  McQueen  of  Gncinnari  Kid  fame 

teiito  MJsaoLini' s  Manglal  Ckr^  Baiito  Miss^lini 

as  pcrtr^ed  ty  ftd  Steigsr 

tSminaisriff  Mr.Tcf  DC.C^bfame 

A  Hronze  Bust  Cf  Karl  ttoc*  s  ifead:  rore^y 

Jc^h  Jaccpes:  Cavid  Mills  cf  &7ai  fare 

G&aice  Jcffre:  Jeffr^  C3aines  cf  12  M3i}«^  fere 

Qjs  Jentev:  Qie  Punch  Mickey  Ofedl  cf  Stetch  fane 

Tte  teald  Staff  th3.^  tiBt  film  druld  iBGeiie  gtB3tar 
i^iEststxiiintteEqar,  eslrdsisttefilmadl^  tfet 
ime  will  feSiJiE  gffiSer  arfmrjiretaL  shjies  ail  utiai  stidies 

irpFCQ-f^Hnn 

Point-Counterpoint: 

The  Innis  Res  Community 

Is  There  A 
Better  Time  To 
Have  Better 
Times  At  Innis? 

By  Mr.  Steven  Jug 

January  is  as  good  a  time  to  p-aity  at  university 
as  September,  and  Innis  students  made  a  good 
showing  in  2001.  Tlie  important  aspect  of  tliis 
repriex'e  at  tlie  beginning  of  second  term  is  tliat  it 
allows  Innis  students  to  again  be  the  hyper-sociaJ, 
hyper-gossipy  characters  they  were  at  tlie  beginning  of 
tlie  year. 

January  reinforced  (for  the  Herald  Staff)  tlie  fijn 
times  tliat  Innis  students  can  have  togetlier.  The  two 
most  notable  and  e.vtensive  Innis  events  were  tlie 
birdiday-stravaganza  at  O'Grady's  and  the  Innis  pub 
nig^t.  Now  the  birthday  celebration  was  not  an 
official  event,  but  it  was  widely  attended.  It 
demonstrates  how  word-of-mouth  can  be  used 
positively  in  tlie  residence,  as  the  large  group  managed 
to  dominate  die  scene  witli  their  numbers,  like  the 
Russians  at  Poltava.  The  second  higiily  notable  event 
in  January  was  the  Innis  Pub  Nigjit.  Acting  as 
sometliing  of  a  prelude  to  later  trips  to  the  Bmnny 
and  Tonic,  students  flocked  to  tlie  cheap  booze 
provided  at  tlie  college. 

So  what  is  tlie  messa^  of  this  narrative  of 
collective  events  in  January?  Innis  students  have  a  lot 
of  fun  togetlier  when  out  in  large  numbers,  and  really 
should  have  more  events  to  enjoy  Innis  Formal  will 
provide  students  with  at  least  one  other  large  gathering 
before  classes  again  become  an  urgent  concern.  After 
tliat  it  should  be  books,  books,  books,  until  tlie  year- 
end  party.  Thus,  you  are  receiving  sanction  by  tlie 
Herald  Staff  (if  you  need  it)  to  go  wild  in  tlie 
remaining  period  before  reading  week.  After  that, 
you  have  to  validate  tlie  ten  grand  it  costs  you  to  be 
here,  do  you  not?  


Jamin  Sheriff  Is 
Unstoppable! 

Flees  Toronto,  vows  to 
return  and  "unleash  upon 
the  city  a  force  of 
unimaginable  destruction" 

The  Fearless  Fugitive        By  The  Herald  Staff 

A  sense  of  imminent  doom  unites  the  people 
of  Toronto,  as  Jamin  Sheriff  avoided  tlic  fiilly  mobilized 
police  force  and  fled  die  city.  In  an  inten.'iew  with  Herald 
Staff  Mr.  Sheriff  stated,  "I  will  travel  to  my  lair  and 
finalize  my  diabolical  schemes.  Then  I  can  return  to 
unleash  upon  the  city  a  force  of  unimaginable 
destruction,  against  which  tliere  is  no  defence."  It  is 
unclear  what  exactly  Mr.  Sheriff  has  in  store  for  Toronto, 
but  some  sort  of  unstoppable  funk  machine  may  be 
im-olved.  Mr.  Shenff 's  recent  contact  with  hated  computer 
^nius  Jason  Woodside,  another  part  of  the  notorious 
Build  Co.  seems  to  verify  the  possibility.  If  Mr.  Sheriff 
is  planning  to  destroy  the  cit)',  notliing  stands  in  his  way. 

Point-Counterpoint: 

The  Innis  Res  Community 


You  All  Know 
That  This  Is  A 
Mockery,  And 
So  Do  I 

By  Mr.  Gus  Jentev 


I  have  no  problem  with  students  having  fiin 
and  drinking  at  tlie  University,  or  in  general.  But  the 
idea  that  Innis  College  should  be  doing  more  to 
promote  student  drinking  is  a  little  more  than  I  can 
stand.  Wliy  exacdy  do  students  need  to  drink  so 
much?  .*\11  of  tlie  stress?  You're  breaking  my  heart 
Innis  College,  just  breaking  my  heart.  Boo  boo,  life  is  so 
horrible,  I  had  better  go  out  dunking  and  leavt  my  mrk  until 
the  night  before.  A  log  tine  ago,  the  word  studsnt  Wffi 
a  atteroHn  fcr  isdliiticrBry  agitator,  vhidi  is  a  let 
ircare  inpressive  tlan  any  ccnteipcfrary  eL^ihaniaiis 
ttat  itayexistf  cr  IB  . 

lM\«tsity  sbifeits  used  to  antntute 
anEthirg,  and  used  to  care  abcut  mze  tlan  just' 
thgnaelv®  .  l^w  I'm  aire  tterearethcEecf  us  who 
stUl  carry  cn  the  ttaiiticn,  but  nc^  dD  rot.  In 
Bjrcfe,  stufeits  vere  instnnaTtal  in  affecting 
nassi\e  axial  d^t^,  crd  tell;  at  Ifast  tl^  had  Cleat 
Warstofi^in    a^ktlHi,  tie  y  had  their  cferes  and 
SDcials,  and  wjim  verei  L  alv^  gL\^  the  re^rd 
they(±^ve,but  ncbcd^spaf  et  Sbrferits  carad 
dxut  I'.'yip?^  cnce,  3cd  if  neoessary  vq±.  to  yol  fcr 
than.   They  ussa  to  have  saisthirg  to  say.  [^w,dL 
th^  CBn  write  abait  are  ex-gidfciaxfe,  irpxtant 
ceMrities,  aid  cdisr  vathles  tuUdiit.  Ail  yai  all 
Ic^e  it.  The  telf-aGS  isal-  osele  arttdes  ate  aGarasLy 
tal>Bd  abort,  Lnlike  tte  ^q±]^  that  fills  ip  ncet  cf 
this  ascticn.  lis©  is  alsDtte  feet  ttet  ro  ens  cares 
arx^  to  write,  sd  cjb  gi^  Yes  to  writE  it  all.  Thae 
areaJctcf  o^les to dfeal witii,  tte  FferiE  TadEsareii 
poser,  ard  jet  ve  cb  nothirtg  but  te\e  fun  with  cur 
farats'  mcney.W  lat  tJeCtllege  nescfe  tDprcmrte  is 
stufait  infaarest  in  tte  larger  wcrJdaramd  us  .  
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Mandatory  Cinema:  Go  See  Spike  Lee's  'Bamboozled' 


by  Entertainment  Editor  Jared  Bland 

Spike  Lee  likes  pissing  people  off. 
Actually-  perhaps  that's  an  unfair  statement. 
Spike  Lee  likes  watching  people  squirm.  Whether 
they're  squirming  from  anger,  shock,  disgust  or 
even  deligjit.  Spike  Lee  digs  it.. .and  has  made  a 
career  out  of  it. 

But  with  that  ability  to  make  people  squirm 
also  comes  an  ability  to  make  people  think.  Spike 
Lee,  when  not  busy  making  movies  about  talking 
dogs  {see  1999's  Summer  of  Sam),  can  make 
audiences  think 
on  a  level  that 
few  if  any 
contemporary 
film  makers  and 
social  critics  are 
able  to. 

And  so, 
the  man  says, 
til  ink  about  tliis: 
since  the  ^nesis 
of  visually 
documented 
entertainment  in 
America, 
minorities, 
specifically  (at 

least  in  Lee's  study)  African  Americans,  have  been 
portrayed  as  ridiculous  caricatures-  such  wildly 
drawn  characters  that  they  do  nothing  to  stop 
the  perpetuation  of  the  racial  stereotypes  and 
divides  that  are  daily  destroying  society,  but  in 
fact  they  encourage  tJiose  stereotypes. 

And  tliat  is  why  we  should  all  march  to 
the  multiplex  and  strap  ourselves  and  our  loved 
ones  in  the  seats  and,  whether  we  want  to  or 
not,  watch  Spike  Lee's  "Bamboozled".  To  say 
this  is  an  important  film  is  not  just  an 
understatement,  but  in  fact  is  slig^itly  misleading. 
This        is        an        essential  film. 

Never  has  a  director  been  brave  enough 
to  so  directly  attack  everything  that  is  wrong  with 
the  portrayal  of  the  Black  community  in  movies 
and  on  TV. .  .never  has  a  director  been  so  brave 
as  to  essentially  satirize  and  criticize  everything 
from  the  remarkable  yet  abhorrent  "Birth  of  A 
Nation,"  to  popular  modem  television. 

The  acceptance  of  Black  characters  as  just 
that-  Black-  is  a  tremendous  problem.  Lee  forces 
us  to  re-think  everything  we've  ever  watched  and 
ask  ourselves  why  cardboard  cutout,  one 
dimensional  characters  have  always  seemed  to 
suffice.  Lee's  concept  is  tliat  the  best  way  to 
point  out  tliese  problems  is  by  creating  something 


more  stereotypical,  offensive  and  disturbing  than 
anydiing  ever  seen  before-  sort  of  a  greatest  hits 
of  die  intentional  and  unintentional  portrayal  of 
racial  injustice. 

And  there  it  is,  shining  brighter  than 
anything  you've  seen  on  film  irt  years-  Mantan 
The  New  Millennium  Minstrel  Show.  You've 
never  even  imagined  anything  like  tliis .  - .  I  promise. 

But  Pierre  Delacroix  flayed  with  masterful 
timing  and  restraint  by  Damon  Wayans)  did.  And 
so  it  is  that,  with  prodding  from  his  very  white 


boss  who  tiiinks  he's  very  black,  Dunwitty  (the 
amazingly  funny  and  disturbing  Michael 
Rapaport),  Delacroix  comes  up  with  the  Mantan 
Minstrel  show-  a  production  so  shockingly 
offensive  d^t  it  is  sure  to  get  him  fired  from  the 
job  he  hates. 

He  enlists  the  talented  but  homeless  tap 
dancer  Man  Ray  and  his  friend  Womack  to  star 
in  this  show-  a  return  to  the  traditional  variety/ 
minstrel  productions... sketches,  songs,  dance. 
But  this  is  where  Lee's  scathing  commentary  and 
biting  satire  really  starts,  for  tiiis  is  no  normal 
variety  show  For  starters,  it  is  set  alternatingjy  in 
a  watermelon  patch  and  a  cotton  field.  The  house 
band.  The  Porch  Monkeys,  performs  on  a  porch- 
in  30s  style  striped  prison  jumpers.  Mantan's 
inspired  tap  performances  are  echoed  by  dancers 
playing  such  stereotypes  as  Aunt  Jemima. 

Oh  yeah,  and  everyone  performs  in  Black 
Face-  the  antiquated  make  up  technique  whereby 
White  actors  and  even  Black  actors  would  paint 
their  faces  with  a  charcoal  paste  and  augment  their 
lips  with  layers  and  layers  of  bright  red  Hp  stick 
so  that  they  would  be  more  readily  identifiable 
with  tlie  audiences  preconceived  notions  of  what 
Black  characters  should  look  like. 

Tlie  plot  moves  ahead  and  the  show  which 


should  never  have  seen  air  time  becomes  in  fac 
a  monster  success,  spawning  merchandise 
clotfiingand  audiences  fiall  of  Black  Face  wearinj 
middle  aged  White  people.  As  the  show  become: 
more  and  more  successful,  it  spirals  out  of  th( 
control  of  its  stars  and  creator.  Womack,  Mai 
Ray  and  Delecroix  become  disenchanted  ant 
outraged  by  the  public's  encouragement  and  thei 
own  guilty  consciences. 

By  showing  the  success  and  ultimate  failun 
of  this  hyperbole  of  modem  television,  Spiki 
Lee  makes  hi; 
commentary 
iinpossibly  urgent 
The  plot  anc 
pe  rfo  rmance: 
pierce  the  audienct 
like  bullets-  yoi 
feel  simultaneousl; 
entertained 
enraged,  amused 
upset  ant 
ultimately  guilty 
As  "Bamboozled' 
races  towards  iti 
chaotic  and  tragi( 
climax,  th{ 
a  u  d  i  e  n  c  ( 
collectively  sinks  into  their  stadium  seats-  unablt 
to  deny  their  role  in  what  is  happening... unabh 
to  plead  ignorance  anymore. 

For  Lee  shows  us  everything  television 
movies,  and  ultimately  audiences  do  wrong.  Thii 
film  is  not  a  criticism  of  how  White  executive: 
treat  minority  based  shows  or  Black  character: 
on  predominately  White  shows.  This  is  a  filn 
about  a  collective  crime-  the  conscious  an< 
unconscious  stereotyping  and  simplification  o 
Black  culture  in  movies  and  television  during  th( 
last  100  years. 

The  film  ends  with  a  montage  of  clips 
clips  from  movies,  television,  cartoons 
advertisements-  tliat  all,  one  way  or  another 
feature  often  horrifj^ing  instances  of  stereotyping 
and  racism.  This  barrage  certainly  achieves  ic 
desired  effect... the  audience  sat  motionles; 
through  most  of  the  credits,  too  shocked  anc 
heartbroken  to  move. 

And  that  is  how  Spike  Lee  succeeds  here 
He  shows  us  that  whether  it  be  White  actors  ii 
Black  Face  in  old  silent  movies  or  Black  actors  ii 
the  all  to  common  role  of  loud,  stupid  druj 
dealer  in  a  modern  TV  show,  we  all  buy  into  ant 
encourage  stereotypes  everday.  And  it's  time  tt 
stop. 


News  From  The  Music  From  Late  Nite  TV  and  Lots  Of  Tinsel 


by  Zeke  "Python"  Wilberforce 

So  there  we  were,  me  and  the  Dogg, 
New  Years  Eve  2001.  This  dude  Jamie  fold  us 
that  Much  More  Music  was  gonna  be  running  a 
Behind  The  Music  on  Seven  Mary  Three-  and 
they're  the  Dogg's  favorite  band  so  we  cancelled 
our  party  plans  and  got  some  fittys. 

You  see... we  had  some  crazy  party  shit 


lined  up.  We  were  gonna  go  out  witli  these  chicks 
for  dinner  and  shit  and  then,  after  we  got  that 
midnite  kiss  action  we  were  gonna  go  round  tlie 
hood  and  steal  shit  from  people's  trash  cause  tliey 
wouldn't  be  home  and  all.  People  tlirow  out 
some  fucked  up  shit  round  X-Mas  time  and  we 
weren't  about  to  miss  out  on  all  tliat  free  tinsel. 

But  like  I  said,  the  Dogg-  he's  an  idiot-  but 
he  loves  tliat  Seven  Mar}-  Three.  But  get  tliis-  it 
turns  out  that  little  bitch  Jamie  was  pulHn  tlie 
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Dogg's  chain  so  he  could  cash  in  on  all  tliat  tinse 
alone.  There  wasn't  no  Seven  Mary  Three  BTM 
there  wasn't  even  any  BTM. . .  I  mean  I'm  alway: 
up  for  thatwicked  Milli  Vanilli episode... but evei 
that  shit  wasn't  on. 

But  then  tliere's  this  commercial  for  thi: 
record  called  "One"  by  this  band  the  Beatles 
After  me  and  die  Dogg  got  done  lauding  abou 
what  a  lame  ass  name  for  a  band  tiiat  is,  w( 
cauglit  the  rest  of  tlie  commercial  and  diat  dee( 
voice  dude  was  all  like  "tlie  best  band  in  tlie  the; 
continued  on  next  page... 


Another  Pointless  Year  End  Top  Ten  listP  Never!! 


ty  Cfamcrated  BTtertaonmiL  EflLto:  Jaied  Bland 


So  now  it  is  finally  2001,  and  we  music  critics 
;an  finally  start  making  our  best  of  lists  for  real.,  -  the 
tnillennium  and  century  and  decade  are  finally  over. 
5o  here  (t  is,  the  Innis  Herald's  lame  attempt  at  a  best 
Df  list. 

But  this  really  isn't  a  best  of  list.  It's  actually  a 
most  important  list.  That  is  to  say  that  here  are  what 
we  think  are  the  top  10  most  important  albums  of 
tlie  90s. .  .and  why.  So  here's  the  list. .  .agree,  disagree, 
love  them  or  hate  them. .  .in  no  particular  order. 

Radiohead-  The  Bends-  Less  edgy  than  OK  Com- 
puter, less  weird  than  Kid  A,  this  is  essentially  the  al- 
bum that  turned  would  be  one 
hit  wonders  {see  Pablo  Honey's 
"Creep")  into  a  bona  fide,  and 
intelligent,  rock  and  roll  band. 
Radio  hits  "Higji  and  Dry"  and 
"Fake  Plastic  Trees"  were  both 
impressive  singes,  but  the  al- 
bums backbone  in  its  hard 
rocking  core... brilliant  songs 
like  "My  Icon  Lung".  Just  think  of  it  this  way-  had 
this  album  failed,  no  one  would  be  calling  OK  Com- 
puter the  best  album  of  all  time,  and  pseudo-  intel- 
lectual coffee  house  types  couldn't  hail  Kid  A  for  it's 
unprecedented  experimentation  (you  want  avant  garde, 
^  check  out  John  Cage  or  something). 
Rage  Against  The  Machine-  Rage  Against  The 
Machine-  Although  arguably  not  as  good  as  The 
Battle  of  Los  Angeles,  Rage's  first  album  is  certainly 
more  important.  By  the  time  The  Batde  of  Los  An- 
geles was  released,  the  rap  metal 
genre  had  already  been  de- 
stroyed by  much  less  talented 
bands  like  Limp  Bizkit.  Rage  is 
great  not  only  because  they  make 
fantastic  music  and  pioneered  the 
^nre,  but  also  because  they  have 
something  to  say.  Frantic  tempo 
changes,  exceptionally  advanced  instrumentation  and 
frontman  Zach  de  la  Rocha's  as- 
tounding vocals  make  for  a  very 
fine  first  album-  both  for  Rage, 
and  for  rap  metal. 
Bob  Dylan-  Time  Out  Of 
Mind-  Certainly  in  my  desert  is- 
land- all  time  top  five  list  of  best 
abuTB  of  tteSCfe,  cylanfe  ^l?*" 
nasterpiece  is  also  a  tnaiEn- 
ctusly  dnpcrtant  altun.    Afbsr  a  fi\e  i^ar  silsias 


ax[tim£d  fron  pceuicus  page. . . 
wcrld.the  best  alixm  in  the  vcrld" . 

Now  neither  ms  car  the  Dogg  hed  eva:  tesord 
cf  this  "best  tad",  but  the  Dog^s  mcmna  gave 
him  20  hills  for  X-t^  sd  ve  figured  we  ;^TcxLkl 
p:ctab!^crcfa:  tie  best  rexrdevQrvjith  it.  W  €t!L 
CEiTB  CCD  tlHt  Frii^  and  ve  tcessd  it  cn. 

1 it' s  alri^  e  WE  ft  f  cr  cOl  tlB  t  hid  y  CUT 
hadhi^pil3±BdtulMiit.  Bat  afts:  a  fe>/ ^±tb,  tie 
D  o  gg  tirns  to  ne  ad  is  all  iik  e 'ttis  *at  aanfe  lik  e 
Casis".  And  check Hia  tteDDg^sfiLCkirgid^ 

Urae  are  alri^  I  ggfs,  hit  as  fer  as 

me  aid  tte  Cogg  is  cmcarrBd,  tJereaint  nothing 


vhidi  vas  pscEcfed  ty  tie  lelfase  cf  twD  qjiet  little  fidlk 
albuiTis ,  CVl^  tsck  to  qj:±e  noted  D^'\3r\  schdar  Pai 
Willirms,  "speaking  li3<e  zeus  ai  the  rrcuntain  trp".  Efer- 
hEfB  the  greertEst  sang^tlter  cf  the  no^m  age  aeamr^y 
rises  fron  tie  nusical  deed,  and  diodes  the  vorid.  Pr^ 
the  Grardides  .  CBep  gicov©  ,blegiaEB  fickii^  ,  tack- 
ccuntry  tobIs,  and  tlHt  'rexadsd  cn  a  ens  rcoii  coiitty 
diack'  aard-  this  aliun  lardnds  us  cf  horf  rcdc  and  idl 
can  irekeor lives lEttar. Thanks  Bcb. 
lAz  EfBir^  Eldle  In  Guyville-  Mititeddrg  at  its  fiiBsL 
Liz  Fhair  iraiagEs  to  valte  acme  kilLer  hxks,  powxatL\e 
lyrics,  feud  girL-iock  as  ve  )axw  it  ad  be  imHy  imLLy 
hot  all  at  the  sare  tine.  Cam. 
Brar'  sL^is ,  cftm  ejfilicit  ad  per  - 
verse,  shxted  tie  vf±ld  cf  indie 
icdc  and,  to  sore  extait,  nainstiean  rifl^  ^ 
Dxk,  g^t  ha:  oi  the  oo-o:  cf  EtQiiig 
Stme,  ad  nacfe  her  really  rich.  3e 
sings  cfcoit  venting  to  'fudc  yn  lite 
a  djg'  and  gets  paid.   Dxtile  cfeim. 

Lou  Reed  and  Jchn  Cale-  Sengs 
FtrDcella-  Ue  five  cf  us  tint  hare 
heard  this  altxin  con  attest  to  its 
3i±le  tolliancE,  tut  tiiat  d^Eai't 
netlH:  in  this  article.  Thisalhinis 
mega-inportant  for  cne  reascn- 
JcJn  C&le  aid  loi  Itead  tech't  re- 
ally esi  taU<H3  sircE  cae  left/sas  fLced  fton  tie  nest 
if  liHtial  tad  in  American  mustchdstoryThe  VdyetUr 
(fegrcmd,  after  their  seocnd  alixm  in  1968.  Prd  here 
tJT^are,  tte  pair  (no  mtber  v^Ht  Icu  Ifeed  sa^s,  C&levas 
iivdvedinthecraliveproDescf  The  V^et  Udergmund 
&  Nioo)  re^msible  fac  "Iferain",  tack  in  tlack  and  to- 
getia  agata  Sie  if  s  a  mifiicaL  tdogisfhycf  inxedib;^ 
if  listial  pqp  ar  tfet  Andy  Waihl.  Qi  tie  dDMiside,ils 
garfcefciy  oat  cf  print  and  arail£tile  oily  cn  inpnt  fer 
500$. 

W  ycK  Jeai-  The  CarnLvd.-  W  itiiliErelfiBsecf  W  yiS  fe 
The  C&mimL,  stepped  being  aboit  Gin  and  Juice,  and 
returred  to  its  roots-  a  fijsiai  cf  bkes  ad  mtan  beats 
and  soul  and  funk  and  cfem.this  is  a  gxd  altun.  lis- 
tei  to  W  yci£  screw  with  wfetycu 
ttajght  a  rap  altiin  druld  be.  lis- 
tai  to  him  play.gasp.an  aooustdc 
gitar.  Listen  to  his  ^an  while  tie 
Ifedlle  BcctiECS  ctrcn.  listai  to 
him  sarpile  the  ^sb  Gses  like  th^ve 
never  bean  sartpLed  bef  ere.  Yoi'l 
la^,  yn'U  cry.y^a  rrd.^  hjsi  his 
not-nearly-as- 
gcai  foUcw  ip  altun, 
yoi  tlece  tha^. 

Tte  Beatles-  Oie-  Ihe  ^^ar  2000 
saw  the  doninance  cf  butiiLe  gun 
pep  and  bey  bands-  the  cplf^iraticn 
cf  (tep  grccj«s  and  tian^srent  lyr- 
is  .  2;was  almost  as  t±a^  the  misic 
acnsunirg  pcpulatioi  ri°rHr^=ri  to  r^jjm  to  the  mid  70s 

tiey  cai  do  that  Casis  haai  tdreedy  dtne  better .  tare 
r5>cCf  artife . 

£b,f  ycxi' m  thdridxg  cf  byiig  tie  ^tte^  abun, 
adi  thirk  thar^scriLyae ,  cause  why  eOsewculdtieycall 
the  albun  ae-  I  nesn  thece  ain't  no  ad  cn  late  ni^  TV 
fx  tte  teatfe  Two,  d<pit  Go  by  "Wtets  Tte  Stcry 
(Morning  Oar iO"  instesd    cajge  Ofri.s  rocJs  . 

Cn  a  moreparscnal  note.I  can  t  findmycHr .  mve 
aiycC  ycufflEiit?  St'salinegiBai  '73  Pinto  with  pilate 
tlTQ tread  LADYS  MN.. 


(Sn't  telp 


trad  cf  (teticying  setything  tint  irakes  nusic  art.  ViBt 
haa^ra-sait  cuuiui  sai^,  thsi,  that  tte  alfcum  ttet  vculd 
te  tte  latest  wcrlcldtfe  sallo:  in  tte  ^ear  cf  Justin 
Tiirterlate  and  Nick  C&tter  vculd  te  tte  uLtinHte  great- 
est hits  album  by  tte  best  boy  tad  in  histrxy  fTie  Vdv*. 
tfiidergrcund  had  a  fsrale  drunrer  and  thus  can't  be 
ooTsiffecBd) .  These  net  te  yoir  fewxite  Katies  3:31^, 
bittlHtswhytteJiegDat  W  itiitte 
&atte,yQi'  recutAailly  findiigrew 

Tcm  W  aits-  Mile  VadaticnB-  An- 
ctter  f  alastic  album  from  Tom 
W  aits  slips  uife:  tte  pep  culturera 
<fer.  ttt  to  say  no  one  tear d  Mile 
Vaiaticns,  sore  people  did...b± 
whyd:ntTan  Weil^  aDDursaeLLin 
mcnster  numbers.  W  dltiiis  isaxthar^pwdroartariyoe 
cf  his  best  ,  ad  itf  s  inpcr  tart  tecaffi  still  no  cne  noticES  . 
W  aits  is  Arerica' s  hid(fei  sax*  tH  J^ft  knowi  to  mcst 
Eurcpeans  than  tfew  Yorkars,  ard  teccntiniES  toputcut 
eo^tdoBlly  well  wcLtbai  ad  pa:^ 
fcrned  albuns  f  cr  thc^  cf  islis- 
tHTing .  XCtre  cn  to  the  tfcuse ," 
"Tdceit  WithtfeWteiIGo,"ad 
"Picture  in  a  Ftaie^'  are  aioig  his 
best  acn^  eva: . 

Nirvana-  Nevermind-  Sif  ex- 
pilaTatxy.  TE  ycu  dont.  know  why 
thisaDoun  is  iirportat  Yoi  j^ykg. 
Beck-  Cdelay  Tte  r^L  alterratve.  EBoKs  QMayhas 
teai  hailed  as  tte  qjintessential  nafen  altaTBti\e  altun, 
ad  as  tte  fijture  cf  itLEdc.    93  if  this  is  tte  future  cf 
m  iEic,llsgct  to  be  inpcrtHt.  ELt 
f  s  noretiHittBt  Qfela^s drigrirg 
with  Gin^jerg/Cylan  lyrical  influ- 
eres  and  dra^s  cn  a  nusical  carcn 
asvariadasr^  and  blegis  .  Tte:^ 
corponaits,  ocnbdned  with  Becks 
siEpticral  talents  as  an  inxvatcr 
nake  this  psd^B  tie  cfefining  mi^ 
late  9Cfe  aliim.  Hi^iLi^fs  incliite  tte 
rfpftinp, single  *V/te:e[S^  s^t,  "  tteferdhattirg 'HLFlve," 
and  de  tsilliait  'Vdxxsc^'  .    If  EBck  is  tte  fLtute  cf 
icck,  hrirg  it  cn. 

Honorable  I/fenticxis: 

Ben  Harpor-Tte  W  iL  To  live-  tte  nen  simultamfiLy 

channels  Iferdrix  and  R±ert  Jciriscn. 

B±>  Cylan-  live  1966-  A  cfefining  iiumiL  fior  a  definii^ 

Tte  QLivia  TKmor  CCntrd-  Blaok  Fdage-  B^orytiiing 
tiatsd^aboA.  Ihdie . 

D'Angeb-  Voodoo-  Tte  finsst  giooves avaihble  aiy 
viere. 

Qrigiral  Sountradc-  Cut  of  Sight  -  Alcng  with  Fulp 


mi 
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Next  Month's  Issue- 
Savage  Garden  Mania... What  Does  It 
Mean  For  Our  Children 

An  Interview  With  Rush's  Geddy 
Lee.. .Maybe 

More  News  From  The  Music  Front 
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The  Vagina  Monologues:  Thoughnul  Theatre.... 


^  Nina  Haikara 


Three  women  sit  on  hig^i  stools,  positioned  in 
a  row  along  a  deep  red  carpet.  Two  women  are 
currently  cloaked  in  darkness  while  the  woman  on  the 
left  is  bathed  in  a  soft  red  glow.  She  describes  the 
horrific  procedure  of  female  ^nita]  mutation  (FMG), 
undergone  by  millions  of  young  women  each  year. 
The  practice,  also  known  as  'Temale  circumcision"  is 
equal  to  remo\^  of  half  -  or  more  -  of  the  penis. 
Cultures  that  practice  FMG  believe  the  removal  of 
the  clitoris  will  repress  the  sexual  desire  of  the  woman, 
thus  ensuring  she  will  remain  faitliful  to  her  husband. 
FGM  is  done  without  anesthesia,  in  unsanitary 
conditions,  often  with  a  razor  or  piece  of  broken  glass. 
FGM  has  cost  hundreds  of  women  their  lives.  Those 
that  survive,  will  live  a  life  of  excruciating  pain  - 
urination,  intercourse  and  childbirth.  The  crowd 
remains  motionless  as  the  li^ts  go  completely  dark.... 

"AfY  VAGINA  IS  ANGRY!" 

Tlie  cry  rings  throug^i  the  small  auditorium  as  a 
bnght  spot-lig^it  appears  on  This  Hour  Has  22  Minutes 
comedienne,  Mary  V^^sh.  Walsh  continues  her  rant  - 
from  tampons  to  the  coldness  of  the  speculum  at  the 
gynecologists  -  unheeded  by  laughter  from  the 
audience.  "Stop  shoving  wads  of  cotton  up  tliere!" 
she  screams  in  an  near  epileptic  fit.  The  audience  laugjis 
louder. 

The  award-winning  Vagina  Monologues  was 
held  at  the  Music  Hall  in  Toronto  from  December  5th 
to  January  7th.  Canadian  celebrities  also  included 
Gloria  Reuben,  Shirley  Douglas,  Sonja  Smits  and 
Chantal  ICreviazuk,  Guests  performed  along  side 
Monologue-regulars,  Starla  Benford  and  Sherri  Lee 
Parker. 

The  Vagina  Monologues  (first  published  as  a 
book  by  the  same  title)  is  a  compilation  of  first-person 
stories,  based  on  the  more  than  200  interviews 
conducted  by  writer  and  playwright,  Eve  Ensler.  ^ 
Women  of  all  ages  iuid  nationalities  were  asked  what  ^ 


VAGINA 

MONOLOGUES 


PERFORMED  WITHOUT  INTERMISSION 


the  thought  about  their  vaginas. 

"If  your  vagina  coujd  talk,  what  would  it  say?* 
'If  your  vagina  could  dress,  what  would  wear?* 
Ensier  is  rig^t.  There  seems  to  be  a  great  deal 

of  embarrassment  surrounding  the  vagina.  As  ont 

of  the  opening  lines  of  the  Monologues  states 
...there's  so  much  secrecy  surrounding  them  -  like 

the  Bermuda  triangle.  Nobody  reports  back  from 

there." 

Walsh  took  on  the  persona  of  a  cantankerous 
old  woman  in  her  70s,  in  one  of  the  funnies 
monologues.  "No,  I  haven't  been  down  there  since 
1953."  Yet,  die  old  woman  opens  up  to  reveal  her 
erotic  dreams  about  Burt  Reynolds. 

The  Monologues  has  begun  touring  tlie  world 
since  it  started  on  Broadway  four  years  ago 
Countries  in  Africa,  die  Middle  East,  Europe,  South 
America  and  Asia  have  held  productions  of  the 
Vagina  Monologues.  The  production  continues  ir. 
Canada  with  stops  in  Montreal,  Ottawa  and 
Vancouver  this  year. 

Valentine's  Day  also  marks  V-Day 
(www.vdayorg),  a  movement  to  end  violence  against 
woman.  An  all-celebrity  performance  of  theVagins 
Monologues  is  set  to  take  place  at  Massey  Hall  ir 
Toronto  on  the  14th.  This  and  odier  performances 
held  on  V-Day,  will  raise  money  for  the  V-Day  fund 
The  Vagina  Monologues  is  worth  listening  tc 
It  is  both  fiinny  and  frightening.  Entertaining  and 
educational. 

Example.  Facts  from  Women:  An  IntimaCe 
Geography  by  Natalie  Angier,  have  been  included 
as  part  of  the  Monologues.  "The  clitoris  is  the  onh^ 
organ  in  the  body  designed  purely  for  pleasure... 
8000  nerve  fibers...  twice,  twice  the  number  in  die 
penis,"  reads  Walsh  from  her  stack  of  cue-cards 
'Wlio  needs  a  had  gun  when  you've  got  a  semi- 
automatic?" she  shouts  witli  ^ee. 

I  Nina  Haikara  is  an  Innis  College  Student 


Introducing  Comix:  The  (Sadiyl  invisible  Art  Form 


Introducing  Comix:  The  Invisible  Art  Form 
{or,  Comix  101,  or,  A  Comix  Primer;  or,  whatever 
else  sounds  good) 
by  Sean  Rogers 

Chris  Ware's  new  book,  Jimmy  Corrigan:  The 
Smartest  Kid  on  Earth,  is  a  sprawling  and  brilliantly- felt 
examination  of  our  strained  relations  with  our  parents 
and  die  legacies  they  leave  us.  It's  as  good  as  mostjiovels 
I've  read  from  tlie  past  decade,  and  better  than  most. 
The  thing  is,  see...  it's  a  comic  book  -  an  "illustrated 
book  of  views",  as  V^^re  oh-so-Victorianly  euphemises 
it  -  so  its  many  potential  readers  are  going  to  avoid  the 
thing  like  it's  the  freaking  plague  or,  worse,  won't  realise 
it  exists  at  all.  But  them's  the  breaks  in  comix-land,  kiddies: 
it  comes  as  no  surprise  and  much  regret  to  tliose  serious 
patrons  of  die  art  that  the  price  to  be  paid  for  over  half 
a  century  of  incessantiy  insipid  product  is  public 
ignorance. 

Of  course,  the  intelligent  reader's  ignorance  of 
this  "child's"  medium  is  not  absolute.  After  all,  odds  are 
you've  encountered  Charies  Schulz's  Peanuts  in  one  form 
or  another.  Perhaps  you're  also  one  of  the  lucky  few 


hundred  thousand  who've  been  exposed  to  art  spiegelman's 
Mans.  These  are  the  wvo  indisputable  triumphs  of  cartooning: 
the  form  at  its  very  best,  the  content  at  its  most  touching.  My 
question,  then,  is  this:  If  you  already  know  how  good  tliese 
comix  are,  why  haven't  you  been  moved  to  read  more? 

Well,  eitlier  you  have  been,  and  have  known  neitlier 
what  to  look  for  nor  where  to  find  it,  or  you  haven't  been, 
and  quite  simply  have  no  interest  in  fijrtlieringyour  knowledge 
of  an  art  form  that  just  does  not  appeal.  In  eitlier  case,  I 
hope  to  help  by  fostering  -  or,  in  the  second  instance,  creating 
~  an  ongoing  interest  in  one  of  the  most  illiterate,  puerile, 
innovative,  promising,  and  intensely  rewarding  media  of 
today 

And  so,  dear  reader,  ratiier  than  leave  to  you  the 
unenviable  task  of  wading  through  the  stinking  quagmire  that 
is  comics  (a  term  used  in  distinct  opposition  to  comi^  - 
separating  the  pap  from  the  crap  in  the  vain  hope  that 
something  better  exists  -  I  shall  forthwith  present  a  path  to 
solid  artistic  ground,  lifted  by  a  select  group  of  the  best  and 
brigjitest  that  comix  has  to  offer: 

■  I've  already  mentioned  Peanuts,  Mans,  and  Jimmy 
Corrigan.  The  first,  for  those  of  you  who  have  never 
encountered  Schulz's  endearing  blend  of  cynicism  and  slapstick 


(for  shame!),  is  at  times  a  testament  to  mean 
spiritedness,  at  otiiers  a  marvel  of  human  kindness 
and  always,  always  very,  stinging^y  funny.  (For  specific 
volumes,  trj'  A  Golden  Celebration  or  Peanuts  Jubilee. 
Mans'is  anotlier  matter  entirely,  although  it  shares  with 
Peanuts  a  manner  of  voicing  adult  and  unmistakeabl)/ 
human  concems  throu^i  strange  mouths  (Schulz  uses 
children;  spiegelman  works  wonders  witli  tlie  "funny 
animal"  trope).  In  this  case,  the  Holocaust  is  presented 
in  all  its  horror  -  not  in  the  familiar  terms  of  Nazit 
and  jews,  but  in  die  somewhat  problematic  termc 
of  cats  and  mice,  and  of  a  fatlier  and  son  struggling 
to  bridge  the  rifts  the  massacre  has  torn.  A  brief  sketch 
of  Ware's  novel  was  g^ven  above,  but  that  descriptior 
did  nothing  to  express  Ware's  formal  inventiveness  (i, 
^nealogy  explained  by  means  of  the  deconstruction 
of  a  single  photograph),  his  effordess  plunges  into 
subjectivity  Qinnmy  meets  his  estranged  fadier  in  ai> 
airport  lounge  and  fantasises  about  carving  into  him 
with  a  broken  beer  mug),  and  the  sheer,  intricate  beauty 
of  his  line-work. 

■  From  Hell,  written  by  Alan  Moore  anil 
illustrated  by  Eddie  Campbell,  is  nothing  short  oF 
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mind-blowing  -  an  annoyingiy  overused  superlative,  but 
here  almost  perfecdy  apt.  Moore  constructs  a  tale  of 
royal  intrigue,  police  conspiracy,  class  conflict,  and 
historical  determinacy,  and  wraps  it  in  the  shroud  of  a 
Jying  centuiy  ~  doesn't 
iound  much  like  a 
conventional  treatment 
of  tlie  Jack  tlie  Ripper 
muiders,  does  it?  That's 
because  Moore  use;, 
tliese  nine  teen  til -cen  tun, 
killings  as  a  mere 
;  tar  ting-point  from 
which  to  examine  our 
twentieth-centu  ry 
mores  and  obsessions 
Moore's  Ripper  is  .1 
precursor  of  our 
violent  age,  a  man  of 
icience,  a  man  of  the 
future,  and  a  man 
unquestionably  but 
eerily  mad.  Campbell's 
pen  shows  no  hesitation 
in  releasing  this 
madness  onto  the 
pages,  which  come 
across  in  streaks  and 
icratches  of  ink,  barely 
containable  by  die  strict 
grid-like  layout  and 

infrequently  mitigated  by  the  rigid  architecture  of 
Victorian  \X/Iiitechapel.  ^X/llen  tlie  killer,  in  tlie  heat  of  die 
act  or  on  die  verge  of  breakdown,  sees  and  is  terrified 
by  both  his  gxls  and  ours,  Campbell  makes  it  a  powerfijl 
moment,  indeed. 

•  Eddie  Campbell  —  a  writer  before  he  was  an 
illustrator  —  once  wrote  of  Ben  tCatchor:  "Saying  what 
tliis  man's  work  is  about  [is]  like  describing  colours  to 
blind  people."  And  once  you've  familiarised  yourself  with 
Katchor,  whether  tlirougji  his  full-lengtli  album  The  Jew 
of  New  York  or  his  weekly  J///ius  K/iipl,  Real  Eslaie 
Photographer  s.X.t\^  (collected  as  Cheap  Noiieliies,  Stories,  and 
The  beauty 
S  npp  Ij 
District), 
you  begin 
to  see  what 
Campbell's 
getting  at. 
Consider 
tlie  title  of 
Katchor's 
5 trip:  never 
heard 
someone 
profess  to 
be  a  real 
estate 


r  li  e  n 
you've  also 
probably 
never 
heard  of 
r  h  e 
connoisseur 
D  f 

sscalator-riding,  the  licensed  expectorator,  die  executive 
who  was  arrested  for  illeg;illy  tapping  into  die  public 
reservoir  of  liquid  soap,  or  die  man  who  catalogues  the 
hair  styles  seen  througiiout  die  city  ("Two  page  boys,  a 
Tony  Curtis,  one  Afro,  a  fallen  pompadour,  hvo  pixies 


and  a  French  knot").  Or  take  his  novel.  The  Jew  of  New 
York,  which  is  somehow  able  to  make  a  coherent  narrative 
out  of  such  stuff  as  the  carbonisation  of  Lake  Erie,  die 
dieory  diat  American  Natives  constitute  the  lost  tribes  of 
Israel,  a  dictionary^  of 
human  excretory  sounds, 
a  one-legged  opera  star, 
a  defamed  kosher 
butcher,  and  a  man  in  an 
India  rubber  suit.  Are 
you  seeing  the  colours 
yet? 

No  less 
indescribable  than 
Katchor's  world  is  that  of 
Jim  Woodring's  scries, 
Frank.  It  is  a  world  of 
enormous,  malevolent 
balloons,  rips  in  time  and 
space,  mummified 
ancestors,  tiny 
rhinoceroses,  and 
religiously-confused 
manhogs,  all  seen 
through  the  eyes  of  a 
bipedal,  bucktootlied  cat. 
At  least  I  diink  Frank  is  a 
cat.  In  Woodring's 
comics,  nothing  is  for 
certain,  since  events 
follow  a  familiar  and 
terrifying  dream  logic:  what  appears  to  be  a  cat  might 
actually  be  some  kind  of  beaver  whose  head  splits  open 
to  surreptitiously  reveal  liis  true  nature  (just  a  sample  of 
one  of  Woodring's  stories).  The  draftsmanship  is 
dreamlike,  as  well:  die  backgrounds  implied  only  by 
compulsively  wav^  lines,  ||tlie  colours  swiriing  into  one 
anodier  in  disturbing  combinations,  and  over  everydiing 
a  smoodiness  and  professionalism,  adding  to  die  glossy 
unreality  of  it  all. 

■  To  be  sure,  someditng  of  Robert  Crumb  exists  in 
Woodring's  compulsive  lines  (but  show  me  a  modern 
cartoonist  who  doesn't  have  somediing  of  Crumb  in  him 

and  I'll 
show  you  a 
rank 
amateur) . 
W  here 
Woodring 
breaks  off 
from 
Crumb's 
tradition, 
however,  is 
certainly  not 
in  his  line- 
work  or  his 
"trippiness", 
but  in  that 
unreal 
quality  of 
his  work. 
Sure, 
Cmmb  has 
depicted  die 
odd  fantasy 
or  two  (for 
a  good 

sampling,  see  The  K.  Cntmh  Coffee  Table  Book)  -  but 
unrealistically?  Hell!  If  you're  going  to  show  it,  show  it  in 
all  its  squishy,  rude,  realistic  (although  somewhat 
exaggerated)  glory!  Show  it  up  close!  Show  it  as  if  it 
were  happening!  And  if  it  ^happening?  Well,  diat's  even 


won:  reason  for  it  to  be  realistic!  Obsessive  cross-hatching 
and  attention  to  detail,  stories  of  self-confession,  great 
old  music,  a  disdain  for  modernity,  strange  creatures  with 
big  asses,  and  sex,  sex,  SEX  (usually  involving  the 

cartoonist); 
Robert 
for  you, 
him. 

T  h  c 
months  see 
of  die  new 
Crumb 
Terry 
starring 


I'  'IK-wood 
'  li  o  r  a 
Brad 
■iiid  Steve 
It's  called 
World,  and 
read  Dan 
g  r  .i  p  h  I  c 
htt'ore  it 
v<.'u  may 
permission 
about  how 
all  into  it 


a  1 1  -  s  t  a  r  s 
Birch, 
Ren  fro, 
Buscemi. 
C  h  0  s  I 
if  you 
Clowes 's 
n  o  V 
debuts, 
liave  my 
to  brag 
you  were 
before  it 
popular 
Here's  die 


high 
pitch:  It's 

Louise,  but  youn^r,  meets  Rtbel  Without  a  Cause,  but  in 
the  Valley.  And  if  you  don't  speak  movie-exec,  it's  die 
story  of  ^vo  teenaged  girls  just  graduated  and  living  in 
the  limbo  of  die  summer  before  life  begins,  of  die 
undeniable  and  unanswerable  draw  of  childhood  and 
die  past,  of  die  masking  qualities  of  language,  and  of 
how  people  grow  apart.  Also  wordiwhile  by  Clowes  are 
Dadd  Boring  about  a  profot}'pic;il  twent^'-somediing  who 
nonchalandy  faces  all  manners  of  subde  apocalypses,  and 
Caricature,  a  collection  of  nine  stories,  all  told  in  Clowes's 
undeiplayed,  dry  st)'Ie. 

t  must  apologise  for  die  crash  course  I've  given 
here,  replete  with  vague  (bur  hopefully  inciting) 
descriptions,  but  even  gi\  en  .ill  the  space  confained  in  this 
paper  to  work  widi,  I  could  only  begiti  to  rhapsodise  about 
people  tike  Toranto-based  autobiographical  cartoonists 
Chester  Brown  and  Seth,  or  about  Scott  McCloud's 
dieorctic.il  yet  entertaining  Vudentaudin^  Comics,  or  about 
Walt  Kelly's  political  and  poetic  Pogo,  or  George 
Herrim;ui's  innovative  .iiid  niusic.il  Kra-:^'  Kat....  I  could 
quite  honesdy  be  here  all  night,  folks.  So,  ag-ain;  while  I 
must  admit  it  is  a  pit)'  diat  I  was  able  to  write  of  so  litde 
of  what  comix  has  to  offer,  at  least  you've  come  to  know 
a  few  tides  of  merit  to  seek  out  and  read. 

Now  it's  onlv  rlie  impn  ibabiUty  of  ever  finding 
die  d-.imn  dungs  diat's  stopping  y>'u. 

Sean  Rogers  is  a  local  hew,  a  damn  fine  nriter.  and  an  all  around 
cool  guy.  He  enjoys  intelhgent  fiction,  modes,  the  music  of  Tom 
Waits  and  long  stalks  on  the  beach.  Sean  also  says  that  The 
Beguiling  (601  Markham,  around  the  comer  from  Honest  Ed's) 
is  the  only  puice  that  a  self  respecting  person  birys  their  comics. 
Look  for  Sean's  in  depth  analysis  of  Sisqo,  LFO.  and  0 -Tom's 
collect ii-e  genius  in  ntst  month 's  issue.  Public  stoning  to  be  held  after 
publication. ..details  to  be  posted. 
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A  CALL  TO  ARMS 

THE  INNIS  HERALD  FILM  MANIFESTO 

GABE  ELIAS 

I  ■  ASST.  FILM  EDITOR 

I  Year  after  year,  we  at  the  Herald  are  faced  with  a  continual  problem  of  stafF turnover.  This  year  (like  the  one's  before  it  in  my  time  at  least)  has  been  mosi 
I  typical  of  all  years  for  the  Herald  in  that  once  again  the  Herald  must  rebuild  itself  If  you  will  humour  me  for  a  moment  1  would  like  to  pat  ourselves  on 
I  [he  back  and  say  that  to  date  this  year's  film  section  has  been  one  of  the  finest  that  has  ever  graced  our  college  paper.  The  massive  effort  the  Editor-in 
I  Chief,  Ryan  Jacobson,  has  put  into  to  writing  articles,  recruiting  new  writers,  and  securing  press  screening  times  has  been  fantastic.  Yet  despite  xW 
I  commendable  job  he  has  accomplished,  we  at  the  Herald  are  once  again  facing  the  problem  of  staff  turnover. 

Namely,  the  editorial  staff"  of  this  year's  Herald  is  graduating.  We  have  known  this  fact  since  the  beginning  of  the  school  year.  Now  with  second 
I  rerm  coming  we  would  like  to  make  this  problem  an  actual  issue.  As  the  editors  we  do  not  want  to  see  the  qualit)'  of  the  Herald's  film  section  diminish 
I  Should  next  year  be  yet  another  'rebuilding  year  for  the  Herald  we  feel  that  all  we  have  accomplished  would  be  for  naught.  To  be  honest,  the  quality  of 
the  section  may  not  be  particularly  great  as  it  is  printed  right  now  (I,  at  least,  am  proud  of  this  month's  extensive  coverage  of  the  recent  Hollywood  films) 
I  But  while  it  would  be  fair  to  criticize  the  Herald  for  supporting  the  dominant  commercial  cinema  at  the  expense  of  the  Canadian  independents,  we  would 
I  respond  that  the  content  chosen  for  the  film  section  was  a  deliberate  and  conscious  one  based  on  the  availability  of  press  screenings.  At  the  end  of  las^. 
I  year,  Ryan  and  1  sat  down  and  discussed  how  and  what  the  Herald's  film  section  should  be  like.  The  populist  slant  the  section  takes  is  the  easiest  way  for 
I  us  to  ensute  the  maximum  amount  of  matetlal  for  the  maximum  amount  of  writers. 

I  The  section  itself  has  grown  from  a  small  piddly  three  pages  conttibuted  by  a  select  few  writers  to  the  massive  glory  you  are  now  reading.  We  now  feel 
I  sufficiently  comfortable  in  dealing  with  layout,  editing,  pubhshing,  and  acquiring  submissions  to  make  the  following  announcement:  The  Innis  Herald 


I  Film  Section  needs  more  writers.  In  any  given 
I  There  is  no  reason  why  the  wealth  should  not  be 
in  the  Innis  College  cinema  studies  program,  there 
I  Though  we  have  not  published  this  fiict  in  the  past. 
I  larly  to  the  Frosh)  that  we  have  films  that  either 
I  primary  contributors  simply  to  ensure  its  cover- 
I  like  to  see  more  students  get  involved  so  that  the 
Last  term,  we  were  busy  struggling  with 
I  first  place  and  could  only  place  minimal  effort  into 
I  now  (somewhat),  and  we  would  like  to  make  it 
I  College  are  welcome  to  participate  in  creating  the 
As  the  editors  for  this  year,  we  knew  our 
I  and  conventionalize  the  section's  format,  content, 
I  the  future  of  the  section.  The  success  with  which 
I  batabte.  Typos  and  layout  problems  abound  in 
I  amateur  paper.  Some  may  also  disagree  with  our 
I  recognize  these  criticisms  and  are  doing  our  best 
I  indeed  compared  to  the  lack  of  responsibility  we 
I  considerable  energies  expended  in  getting  us  to 
I  sute  the  continuity  of  the  section.  We  would  like 
involved,  and  have  your  say,  so  that  we  can  truly 
I  Getting  more  people  involved  in  the  Herald  is  ul- 


THIS  IS  OUR  PAPER 
AND  IS  ONLY  AS  GOOD 
AS  WE  MAKE  IT.  WE'VE 
MADE  GREAT  STRIDES 
THIS  YEAR  BUT,  WE 
NEED  MORE  PEOPLE  TO 
STEP  FORWARD,  GET 
INVOLVED  AND  CON- 
TRIBUTE. THIS  IS 
Uof  TS  FILM  COLLEGE 
AND  WE  ARE  DEDI- 
CATED TO  BUILDING 
THE  BEST  FILM  PAPER 
ON  CAMPUS 


month,  we  are  invited  to  10-25  press  scteenings 
shared.  Ideally,  with  the  repository  of  talent  held 
could  be  as  many  articles  as  there  are  contributors 
we  would  like  to  make  it  widely  known  (particu- 
don't  get  reviewed  or  are  reviewed  by  one  of  ouf 
age.  As  the  section  develops  in  maturity,  we  wouU! 
quality  of  the  paper  is  somewhat  continuous, 
the  minutiae  of  getting  a  section  together  in  tht 
tecruiting  writers.  Well  we  got  the  mechanics  down 
widely  known  that  any  and  all  members  of  the 
Herald. 

responsibilities  included  three  tasks:  (1)  reform 
and  layout,  (2)  publish  the  section,  (3)  and  insure 
we  have  completed  our  first  two  objectives  is  deis 
our  pages  but  such  is  to  be  expected  from  a  collegu 
content  policy  of  popular  material.  As  it  stands  wc 
to  improve  the  section.  Yet,  these  faults  are  minop' 
have  exercised  in  our  editorship.  So  far  with  tho 
where  we  wanted  to  be,  we  have  neglected  to  en- 
to  rectify  that  mistake.  We  implore  you  now  to  get 
build  a  college  film  review  section  of  repute, 
timately  the  best  way  to  prevent  the  problem  ol- 
development.  It  would  also  be  a  means  to  bettei 


I  staff  turnover  that  constantly  impedes  our  paper'; 

I  reflect  the  views  and  opinions  of  our  readership  (assumedly  our  writer  pool  comes  from  our  readers). 

Ryan  and  I  both  graduate  this  year.  Unfortunately  we  will  only  be  able  to  witness  the  further  development  of  the  section  from  the  sidelines 
I  Though,  we  would  like  the  section  to  continue  in  the  populist  manner  we  have  proscribed  for  this  year,  we  acknowledge  the  fact  that  future  film  section 
I  may  not  reflect  our  bias.  I  say  this  so  that  any  of  you  who  fee!  deterted  in  contributing  to  a  commercially  oriented  papet  should  not  feel  excluded.  We 
I  do  not  wish  to  impede  futute  generations  of  Herald  writers.  What  we  have  attempted  to  do  this  year  is  institute  an  editorial  policy  that  can  accommodate 
I  most  people  without  complicating  our  lives  too  much.  In  particular,  we  would  like  to  extend  a  special  invitation  to  the  frosh  of  Innis  College  and  the 
I  Cinema  Studies  program  to  write  for  us.  You  are  the  fijtute  blood  of  this  college  and  I  will  burden  you  with  maintaining  the  tradition  of  collegL- 
I  publications.  In  my  first  year  I  never  understood  why  all  the  seniors  were  pestering  me  to  write  for  the  Herald  (I  had  just  as  soon  assumed  they  were  ttyinj^ 
I  to  get  into  my  pants).  With  graduation  around  the  corner  and  the  prospect  of  the  paper  going  downhill  again,  I  ask  that  you  get  involved  now  before  onL- 
I  of  you  finds  yourself  in  this  exact  same  predicament. 

By  the  same  token,  though  we  have  devoted  this  piece  to  recruitment,  we  would  like  to  acknowledge  those  who  have  contributed  in  the  past 
I  THANK  YOU  THANK  YOU  THANK  YOU.  The  Herald  s  film  section  would  not  be  what  it  is  right  now  without  their  effort  to  tegularly  contribute 
I  Ben  Wright,  Andtew  Cook,  and  Caiilin  McKcnna  have  all  written  hilatious,  insightful,  and  honest  pieces.  With  each  issue  I  look  forward  to  reading  wha 
I  these  people  have  to  say  and  I  hope  you  do  too.  Though  this  editorial  may  sound  like  it  is  undervaluing  this  section's  current  writers  (I  hope  I  have  no 
I  alienated  them-  If  I  have  please  accept  my  apologies)  this  piece  was  drafted  to  ensure  that  those  of  you  who  tead  our  pages  and  want  to  write  for  them 
I  should  feel  more  than  welcome  in  approaching  us.  Sometimes  I  wish  I  had  ESP,  but  I  don't.  Therefore  I  must  rely  on  this  piece  as  a  means  of  ferretinj 
I  out  those  of  you  who  want  to  review  films  but  wete  afraid  to  ask.  We  look  forward  to  the  future  contributions  our  core  is  willing  to  donate  as  well  as  the 
I  hidden  pearls  of  talent  that  are  yet  to  be  discovered. 

I  With  many  fantastic  films  reviewed  by  a  core  of  excellent  reviewers,  we  are  pleased  to  present  one  of  the  best  film  sections  the  Herald  has  eve 

I  produced.  We  hope  this  is  an  example  of  the  good  things  to  come.  There  is  always  room  for  improvement  and  we  welcome  new  talent  to  contribute  what: 
I  they  can  offer.  This  is  our  paper  and  it  is  only  as  great  as  we  make  it. 

I  If  you  would  like  to  write  for  the  Herald's  film  section  please  e-mail  Ryan  Jacobson  at  madworldfilms@hotmail.com  or  call  (416)  424-8673  and 

I  leave  a  message.  Gabe  Elias's  number  is  (4l6)  340-9139and  his  e-mail  address  is  gabe_elias@hotmail.com.  We  welcome  unsolicited  opinion  pieces 
I  Though  we  can't  guarantee  their  inclusion  in  a  given  month  if  we  don't  know  about  them  ahead  of  rime,  feel  free  to  leave  them  in  the  Herald's  mailbox 

I  (located  by  the  C:ifcrcrij  Rm.  108).  An^-  questions  and  comments  are  welcome  and  should  be  directed  to  the  above  contacts. 


20 


RYAN  JACOBSON 

FILM  EDITOR      ^  ■}  /} 

Ten  years  ago  at  the  Dorothy  Chandler  Pavji^or^mlCos  Ange- 


Di  rector 
dubbed 

ibsequent 
iichingbag 
This 


IN  DEFENSE  OF  COSTNER 

WITH  MEMORIES  OF  THE  POSTMAN  Am  WATERWORLD  ?«ESH 
THE  RECENT  RELEASE  OF  THIRTEEN  DAYS  HARKENS  BACK  TO  A 
TIME  PRIOR  TO  THOSE  FILMS  WHEN  KEVIN  COSTNER  MADE 
SREAT  FILMS  LIKE  JFAT ,  FIELO  OF  DREAMS  AND  BULL  DURHAM 

as  Crash  Davis,  the  world  weary  career  minor  league  catcher, 
he  coiilributes  his  most  definitive  character.  The  other.  Bull 
Durham,  is  the  best  film  about  baseball  ever  and  by  extension 
one  of  the  lyeat  sports  films  ever  (Field  of  Dreams  uses  base- 
ball themafi^ally,  therefore  is  stricdy  a  baseball  film,  although 
all  sports  films  are  by  their  nature  metaphorical).  This  is  due 
to  Ron  ^Sheldon  s  wise,  witty  and  refreshingly  adult  screen- 
play ;   ,  i 

"  follow-up  to  fifU  of  Dreams  iJ[i^njan)3w^ 
both  ^s  greatest  achievement  and  the  beg^uwigofnis  Jdw&,- 
faU.  The  ambitious  and  evocative  Dances  With  Wolves,  which 
was  predicted  to  be  the  kind  of  flop  that  The  Postman  was, 
%mught  Costner  de^ggd^jrai^  as  an  iCTor,  producer,  arid 
doctor.  The  direc®r  aiKrf&Mucer  ^owed  rare  poise  and 
subdety  for  a  first  o^crlilmnuker.  E^pcoaOy  impressive  h 
the  attention  to  detail  the  fdm  takes  From  this  success  Cosm«: 
began  producing  mos^jfliis  subsequqisE  film^.  His  box-of- 
fice viability  was  cemented  wi^fc^the  blodibuster  Rahin  Hood: 
Prirt<:e  <>fThici'^,  'wbich  i>  an,  rich!}'  niotmicd,  tpic  jnd  un- 
dcohblyiim  {"ilcn.  However,  die  diiiinctly  American  CosiiKr 
Briusii  noiiiemin  !i  oxily  ont-  of  many  elcnieots  tkzi  make 
Ko.birt  Hood  ft  very  unemi  dTorL.  Cri  deal  praij-e  rcturiK-d  to 
KiiB  vWth  Oliver  Sfonc's  coriLroversi-il  masterpitrce JFK^,  which 
tnad^xd  fJit;  liiini  t6nse!aiQi.-e  yi-ir  Costner  appeared  in  a  Best 
Picture  miniijjatcd  film.  J^^'  three  hours,  is  3  marvel  of 
editing,  ciocmatograpfav^^ttd,  writing,  but  the  film's  heart  is 
Costner.  as  jtni  Garrisp|ul®o  combines  idealism,  passion, 
obsession  and  cbarisnia  tff'^^t  a  nuanced  portrait.  If  any- 
one needs  any  evidence  of  the  i^rcefulness  of  the  performance 
Cine  needs  only  watch  the  25  ralpute  monologue  at  the  end  of 
me  film.  f 


les,  Kevin  Costner  went  home  with  Oscar' 
and  Best  Picture  for  Dances  With  Wolves. 
him  'St-Kevin'  and  his  next  three  films,  Rot 
The Botfygtiard,v/cK  huge  hits.  Somehow,' 
years  Costner  became  a  punching  bag.  So  bi 
that  the  mere  mention  of  his  name  iospin 
article  was  planned  and  partially  construct] 
ment  and  seemed  to  be  a  daring  and  necessary  defense, 
the  mean  time  Thirteen  Days  has  been  released  to  widespi 
critical  and  box-office  succe^^f¥S^vc  for  a  political  film 
my  daring  defense  seems  cipriciou|  In  this  light,  I  will  t^  \^ 
fill  in  Costner's  "missing  years"  and  explain  what  caused  his 
faU. 

The  first  and  most  pklSl^)]e  reason  is  iliat  Ke\-in 


Costner's  time  was  up 


(fhira.  rhti 


a  theory  that  the  a^-prage  movje  star  K^s  a  Tn-c  shelf  hf<^ 
and  Costner's  greate.-iL  box-offVe  ^lucuri^  Ava-;  l>et\vcep  I'-yH?. 
to  1992.  This  doesiv't  quite  hold  tip  because  ii/j/irm-wrt^,  due 
mosdy  to  curiosity, over  it>  then  record  budget,  jnd  Ttn  Cup 
were  modest  hits  »iid  Message  hi  A  Botdt  and  For  Lovii  Of  The 
Game,  his  two  mt>«  recent  films,  opened  big -Add  rau  up  dl';- 
appointing  tallies  dur,  to  poor  i^-vkv.;^.andba4,w<)rd-ol-moudi. 
Poor  films  felled  ■' 
Costner.  the  pru 
Costner.  the  direct 
considers,  somerfijf 
of  his  hot  period. 


The  Early  Film  Roles 

In  his  working  actor  years,  Costnei 
in  obscure  low  budget  films  like  Siz^  Beach  U.SA 
Gunrunner  (playing  a  Canadian'.);  both  a  staple  of  discoi 
video  distributors.  Fandango,  a  coming  of  age  road  trip  pic- 
ture where  he  has  the  rare  distinction  of  being  in  every  scene, 
and  American  Flyers,  a  cycling  film,  brought  him  some  noto- 
riety. His  big  break  came  in  1986  when  Lawrence  Kasden,  as 
consolation  for  cutting  Costner's  scenes  out  of  The  Big  Chill, 
wrote  him  the  part  of  Jake  in  Silverado.  The  film  did  well  at 
the  box  office  and,  as  a  whole,  fared  well  with  the  critics,  but 
the  real  discovery  of  the  film  was  Costner  who  vras  fresh,  en- 
ergetic and  tmmannered. 

rhe  Hot  Period  1987-1992  ^ 

Silverado  allowed  Cosioer  to  step  into  big  leading 
I'oles  and  brings  him  into  his  'hot  period'.  1987  saw  him  stxr 
in  both  No  Way  Out  and  The  (JiitouchabUs.  No  Way  Out.li 
remake  of  The  Big  Clock  co-starring  Gene  Hackman,  is  a  rij- 
<^ing,  taut,  labyrinthine  political  thriller  vnth  a  cunning,  jaw 
dropping,  if  completely  unnecessary,  conclusion.  The  bad  80's 
electronic  score  is  unfortunate  though.  This  was  followed  by 
Brian  DePalma's  dazzling  The  Uutouchables,  which  should  be 
■leen  if  only  for  the  Odessa  Steps  inspired  train  station  shoot- 
out. This  fdm  has  a  terrific  score  by  Ennio  Morricone,  tight, 
'inappy  script  by  David  Maniet  and  bravura  cinematography 
ind  camerawork.  As  Elliot  Ness,  Costner's  ail-American  im- 
:igc  was  taking  form. 

In  bis  two  basebal-as-metapKore-for-life  films,  this 
image  wa«  minted.  The  national  pastinic.  the  most  elegant, 
democratic  and  cinematic  of  all  sports  and,  like  Costner,  should 
not  be  judge  by  its  recent  history.  Oscar  nominated  Field  of 
Dreains  is  one  of  the  most  magical  and  ingenuously  constructed 
l^bles  ever  put  to  film,  A  disarmingly  whimsical  film,  Field  of 
Dreams,  an  equal  to  It's  A  Wonderfid  Life,  contributes  a  rare 
,tnd  valuable  £ithcc-son  stozy.  and  Costner  is  pitdi  p^ect  as 
theevcryman.  In  a  different  but  equally  effective  performance 


The  Missing  Years  1992-2000^ 


The  Badyputid  marked  the  last  film  of  the  hot  pe- 
but  there  blood  in  the  water.  A  manipulative,  draggy 
ouonless  exercise,  the  Costner  produced  The  Body- 
guard \^  weak  all  around.  TTie  film  was  one  of  the  top  gross- 
ing films  o\  the  year,  due  in  part  to  the  hit  Whitney  Houston 
song,  but  by  all  righu  should  have  failed.  His  troubles  were 
compounded  when  his  next  two  films,  T/w  War^AAFerfect 
World,  wene  critically  well  received  but  box-office  non-start- 
ers. The  W^r  featured  C-osiner  in  a  sweet  and  subdesupport- 
ing  role  reminiscent  of  Atticus  Finch  in  To  Kill  A  Mocking- 
bird The  touching  faniily  dramajt^  i^foriunately  lost  in  the 
midst  of  a  heavy  ha^^d,  caprictigus  anti-war  allegory  set 
among  feuding  neighborhood  lad^.  Next,  in  what  is  one  of 
Clint  Eastwoods  best  films  as  a  filmmaker.  A  Perfect  World 
casts  Costner,  against  type,  as  violt^t,jEnej](;al  scarred  but  bril- 
^ai^tfugitrve  who  takes  a  litde  bo}'~  hostage  as  be  attempts  to 
ouU^i},  the  law.  Buried  in  this  wonderfiil^  film,  that  has  re- 
■bscure  since  the  day  it  was  released,  is  Costner's  best 

aring  performance. 
This  panern  of  noble  failures  w^uld  end  with  his 
fall  being  puncniated  by  a  trio  of  films  -  Wyati  Earp, 
Waterworld and  Thtt Postman.  \^'ast  Earp,  a  frustrating  fail- 
ure, gathered  together  an  impressive  array  of  talent  and  re- 
united Costner  with  Silverado  director  Lawrence  Kasden.  The 
film  needlessly  stretches  on  for  three  extraneous  hours,  when 
two  would  have  sufficed.  However,  the  biggest  problem  with 
the  film  is  the  revisionist  screenplay  diat  iransfoirns  the  ro- 
mantic hero  of  myth  into  a  cold,  obsessed  nettt^tic.  Perhaps 
this  is  more  historically  accurate  portrayal  and  Costner's  pcr- 
formanoe  mayreflect  that  but  neitherseems  appropriate.  Both 
Waterworld  and  The  Posttnan  vrere  sloppy,  iU-conceived,  de- 
rivative flops.  That  being  said,  only  The  Postman  lost  money 
and  represents  his  real  lowest  point. 

The  long  journey  back  involved  a  retiu'n  to  the  types 
of  films  that  made  him  a  star.  To  this  end,  he  made  Message 
In  A  Bottle,  an  adult  romance  in  the  mold  of  The  Bodyguard 


naiieq 
mdiQio 


and  Bull  Dttrham,  and  For  Love  Of  The  Game,  a  baseball  film. 
Both  don't  work  for  several  reason  but  die  primary  one  is  that 
they  are  humorless  affairs.  His  early  films  knew  that  to  get  a 
desired  emotional  response  a  film  must  use  humour  and  drama 
to  compliment  one  another.  Furthermore,  each  is  overlong, 
too  sentimental,  unfocused,  too  reliant  on  soft  focus  photog- 
raphy and  cast  Costner  against  leading  ladies  that  add  litde  to 
their  roles.  This  is  especially  true  in  For  Love  Of  The  Game, 
which  wastes  great  source  material  and  a  strong  Costner  per- 
formance, due  in  part  to  his  proficiency  and  ease  on  the  base- 
ball field.  Costner,  for  the  record,  can  throw  a  70  mph  fastball 
and  has  demonstrated  in  Celebrity  Homertm  derby's  that  he 
can  hit  it  out  from  both  sides  of  the  plate. 

Given  the  drop  in  quality  of  films  from  his  'hot  pe- 
riod' to  his  'missing  years'  there  must  be  a  reason.  As  a  direc- 
tor he's  made  two  films:  Dances  With  Wolves  and  The  Post- 
man.. ^-V^  were  such  polar  opposites  in  terms  of  craft  and 
icc^itAatd 


many  or  the  scripts 
created  intU^moun table  circumstances.  Also  Costner  found 
success  in  iie  midst  of  the  disasters  of  Waterworld  and  The 
Posmuxn  in  %  meaming  with  Ron  Sheldon  in  Tm  Cup,  which 
garnered  attention  firom  the  Golden  Globes  and  Peoples 
Choice  Awards.  No.  the  common  link  among  Costner's  worst 
films  is  hiB  Eoie  as  producer. 

FoccxampU;  let's  take  a  closer  look  at  The  Postman, 
a  fihn  tlut  people  Uk^  ui  mock  but  most  ha\en't  seen.  What 
iheyd  Find  isa  film  that  isn't  as  bad  as  its  reputation.  I  saw 
the  fiins  on  it<  opening  wtckend  widi  a  group  of  friends  be- 
fore It  could  garner  the  poor  press  it  did.  Although  some 
moraetits  inspired  snickers,  for  die  most'part  people  in  the 
theatre  didn't  mind  the  film.  Indeed,  dicfirst  two  arts  are  not 
bad.  Unfortunately,  in  a  thtc«  hour  film  a  poor  third  act  is  an 
eternity.  If  this  film  were  45  minutes  shtjrtcr,  paid  more  at- 
tention to  the  romance,  and  developed  a  more  rousing  con- 
clusion the  film  passes  a  decent  allegorical  sci-fi  film.  The 
mam  problems  of  this  fdm,  beyond  a  difficult  to  adapt  novel, 
are  the  arreenplay  and  editing  which  are  both  were  under  the 
Mpyvardship  of  the  producer,  Kevin  Costner. 
r  ^  In  Costner's  career  he  has  had  two  prominent  film 
\cytl^.  He  has  made  three  baseball  films,  the  one  he  had  a 
hand  in  producing  failed.  He  has  played  men  driven  to  up- 
hold justice:  Elliot  Ness,  Robin  Hood,  Jim  Garrison,  \(^tt 
Earp.  All  these  films  succeeded  except  Wyatt  Earp,  w^iich 
Costner  produced.  His  only  critical  successes  in  the  missing 
years,  since  he  began  producing  his  films,  were  The  War,  A 
Perfect  World  and  Tm  Cup.  The  coramon  link  among  them  - 
these  are  films  he  had  no  role  as  producer.  This  tread  changed 
with  the  triumphant  Thirteen  Days. 

The  Comeback? 


What  accounts  for  the  change?  The  Cuban  Missile  Crisis  and 
the  Kennedy  legacy  may  have  been  such  a  daunting  task  that 
it  demanded  respect  and  subdety.  Possibly,  the  screenplay 
was  so  strong  that  it  resisted  the  culprits  of  past  Costner  flops 
-excessive  length  and  over  sentimentality.  Perhaps,  Thirteen 
ZJiiy^was  an  anomaly.  I  think  the  most  plausible  accoimt  would 
be  that  he  backed  off,  as  he  did  on  his  next  two  films  3000 
Miles  To  Graceland  and  an  untidcd  Oliver  Stone  film  where 
he  only  acts,  and  let  the  other  producers  mold  the  film.  The 
next  two  film  are  reputed  to  be  fast  past  and  unsentimental. 

I  don't  expect  to  convert  people  to  liking  Costner. 
He  ii  an  actor  of  limited  range  But,  what  must  be  defeated  is 
the  fallacy  of  judging  a  career  or  performer  based  on  their 
weakest  link*.  In  judging  Al  Pacino  on  his  roles  in  The  Devil's 
AduocJte  OS  Sal  ofLovCx  One  would  unceremoniously  ignore 
Thi  GoAfatiu  ri  and  Serpico,  Similarly,  judging  Costner  on 
Walerworld  and  Mi-ssage  In  A  Bottle,  would  negate  the  re- 
niatkablc  siringof  films  he  made,  includingyAA'and  Fieldof 
Dreatns.  Don't  nke  my  \vord  for  it,  discover  or  rediscover 
them  on  yx)\.is  own  and  be  sure  to  catch  the  Thirteen  Days  at 
theatres.  \, 

Fandango  (8>);JEg6ai»er.ido  (86):  B  No  Way  Out  (87):  B  The 
Untouchables  (87):  A-    Dull  Durham  (88):  A-    Field  of  Dreams 
(1989):  A   Dances  With  Wolves  (1990):  A    Robin  Hood  (91):  B- 
JFK  (91):  A  The  Bodyguard  (92):  C-   The  War  (93);  C   A  Perfca 
WoHd  (93):  A-  Wyatt  Earp  (94):  C   WaicrwoHd  (95):  D+  lln 
Cup  (96):  B*  The  Postman  (97):  D+  Message  In  A  Bottle  (98):  D 
For  Love  oF  die  Game  (99):  C*  Thirteen  Days  (00):  A 
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A  BR  AVE  NEW  WORLD 

TOM  HANKS  AND  A  VOLLEYBALL  FISHT  FOR 
SURVIVAL  IN  ROBERT  ZEMECKIS*  CASTAWAY 


THIS  IS  A  NEW  FEATURE  IN  THE  INNIS  HERALD 
HERALD  FILM  CRITICS  AGAINST  ONE  ANOTHER 
WRIGHT  AND  RYAN  JACOBSON  DISCUSS  IN  TH- 
CHOSEN  PRIOR  TO  THEIR  SCREENINGS.  


BENJAMIN  WRIGHT 
FILM  CRITIC 

Cast  Away  reunites  Tom  Hanks  with  director  Robert 
Zcmcckis  in  one  of  this  year's  most  ambitious  and  unique 
films.  The  pictures  prevailing  optimism,  not  unlike  that  of 
Forrest  Gump,  is  balanced  with  a  modest  sensibility,  making 
this  philosophical  tale  of  personal  discovery  a  triumph  on 
many  levels. 

The  bounds  of  narrative  interest  are  stretched  to  great 
lengths,  but  the  genuine  wonder  of  Mr.  Hanks'  odyssey 
thwarts  any  notions  of  boredom.  Hanks  plays  Chuck 
NoJand,  a  FedEx  systems  engineer,  whose  tick-rock,  work- 
a-day  mentality  is  pushed  to  its  physical  limit  when  he  is 
marooned  on  a  desert  island  off  the  Pacific  coast. 

His  quest  to  bring  "the  world  on  time"  is  estab- 
lished with  a  quirky  and  energetic  opening  sequence  which 
is  executed  with  creative  fervour,  A  globe-trotter  by  occupa- 
tion, Noland  darts  from  Moscow  to  Memphis  in  order  to 
make  it  home  for  Christmas  and  enjoy  a  holiday  dinner 
with  his  girl  friend,  Kelly,  played  by  a  wonderfully  restrained 
Helen  Hunt.  Before  long,  Noland  is  called  back  to  the  field 
to  deliver  a  series  of  overseas  packages. 
A  mechanical  failure  sends  Noland  s  plane  crashing  into  the 
Pacific  ocean  in  the  most  traumatic  and  realistic  crash  se- 
quence ever  filmed.  Finding  himselfwashed  up  on  a  barren 
island,  he  must  learn  to  Hve. 

In  a  remarkable  feat,  Mr.  Zemeckis  fashions  an  in- 
credible sixty  minutes  without  dialogue  or  the  aid  of  a  mu- 


sical score.  Noland  spends 
this  time  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  the  island, 
his  new  home,  in  a  series 
of  amusing  episodes,  the 
quest  for  timing  is  aban- 
doned as  Noland  must 
find  food,  shelter,  and 
companionship.  At  a  piv- 
otal moment,  an  injured 
Noland  reaches  an  emo- 
tional low  and  unleashes 
his  anger  on  the  unrespon- 
sive island.  His  cries  are 
not  those  of  a  man  frus- 
trated with  the  elements, 
but  of  one  isolated  and  trapped  by  the  boundary  of  the  sea. 
As  claustrophobia  ensues,  Noland  seeks  companionship  in 
a  volleyball  named  Wilson,  found  in  an  unopened  package 
that  he  was  to  deliver. 

Mr.  Zemeckis  flashes  ahead  four  years  where  a 
lean,  bearded  Noland  easily  spear-heads  an  exotic  fish.  He 
has  mastered  life  on  the  island,  but  here  his  journey  begins. 
As  he  becomes  more  and  more  reliant  on  the  one-vray  con- 
versation with  Wilson,  his  sanity  is  questioned.  Mr.  Hanks 
provides  a  genuine  spirit  of  subdety  to  the 
character,  most  notably  in  a  scene  late  in 
the  story  when,  rescued  by  a  tanker,  he  re- 
turns to  civilization  and  finds  himself  fid- 
dling with  a  lighter.  Without  words,  Tom 
Hanks  expresses  an  acute  sense  of  bewil- 
derment as  his  character  realizes  that  his 
fight  to  create  fire  will  never  be  understood 
by  those  that  surround  him.  Noland  is  an 
Everyman  who  drifts,  quite  literally,  from 
desolate  isolation  to  the  confines  of  civili- 
zation. He  is  pushed  back  into  society  as  fast  as  he  is  thrown 
out  of  it.  As  questions  go  unanswered,  Noland  must  piece 
together  his  life  and  achieve  closure  on  the  last  four  years. 

In  Forrest  Gump — Mr.  Hanks  and  Mr.  Zemeckis' 
last  film  together — the  bounds  of  metaphor  and  meaning 
are  stretched  with  the  aid  of  a  buoyant  soundtrack  and  a 
decade-skipping  story-line,  all  seen  through  the  eyes  of  a 
simpleton.  Cast  Away,  like  Gump,  is  shot  through  the  eyes 
of  an  everyman  caught  in  extreme  circumstances.  It  insinu- 
ates that  life  is  a  journey  worth 
taking. 

Cast  Away  is  written  by  William 
Broyles,  Jr.  {Apollo  13)  from  an 
idea  by  Hanks  himself.  Mr. 
Broyles  supposedly  worked  from 
several  journals  of  shipwreck  vic- 
tims to  achieve  the  necessary  re- 
alism of  the  piece.  Unlike  the  tele- 
vision event  of  last  summer,  'Sur- 
vivor', the  personal  journey  of  one 
man  cuts  deeper  than  any  island 
sunset  or  scavenger  hunt. 
Mr.  Hanks'  own  physical  changes 
to  suit  the  circumstances  with 
which  his  character  is  faced  are 
not  only  impressive  and  jaw-drop- 
ping, but  what  stands  out  more  is 
his  ability  to  slip  into  his  new  skin 


CAST  AW AV 
Dir.  Robert  Zemecki 
Tom  Hanks 
Helen  Hunt 
20th  Century  Fox 


with  ease  and  comfort. 

Perhaps  most  poignant  is  the  film's  open 
ing  shot  of  a  deserted  section  of  road  in  the  heart  of  Texas 
A  single  road  stretches  beyond  the  horizon  in  either  direc 
tion.  Mr.  Zemeckis  holds  his  camera  on  the  barren  waste 
land  just  long  enough  to  invoke  a  sense  of  abandonment 
But  throughout  the  film,  the  primacy  of  Noland's  own  cmo 
tions  are  kept  relatively  brief.  Don  Burgess'  meticulous  pho 
tography  captures  the  wonder  of  the  wilderness,  yet  Mr 
Zemeckis  Is  sure  to  have  Chuck  Noland  framed  in  nearly 
every  shot.  A  slightly  more  aggressive  ending  would  have 
strengthened  the  visceral  nature  of  Cast  Away,  but  that  in 
just  mere  squabbling  compared  with  what  the  picturt 
achieves.  A 

RYAN  TACOBSON 
FILM  EDITOR 

After  my  first  screening  of  this  film  I  really  didn't  know 
what  to  think  of  Cast  Away.  I  knew,  as  Ben  Wright  men 
dons,  that  Tom  Hanks*  performance  was  something  extraor- 
dinary, that  the  structure  of  the  film  was  very  experimental 
and  therefore  was  a  lot  to  take  in.  The  reason  for  that  is  thar. 
Cast  Away  is  a  film  about  observations  and  details. 

The  opening  sequence  set  in  Memphis  and  Russia 
which  Ben  is  correct  in  calling quirl^  and 
energetic,  nicely  defines  Chuck.  The  ne 
cessities  of  the  redemption  tale  require 
that  these  sequences  establish  Chuck' 
time  obsessed,  workaholic  nature,  but  the 
sequences  nuance  the  character  by  look 
ing  past  his  personal  neurosis.  There  are 
some  terrific  scenes  that  demonstrate  the 
caring,  supportive  soul  contained  in  th*.- 
tunnel-visioned  protagonist  and  tht 
struggle  between  these  two  divergent  im- 
pulses. 

Once  on  the  island,  after  the  most  harrowing  filmed 
plane  crash  since  Fearless,  Cast  Away  is  at  its  best  and  mo^ 
daring.  The  film  is  patient  enough  to  allow  Chuck  Nolanc 
a  natural  arch.  The  first  stretch  of  this  portion  of  the  film 
sees  Chuck  go  about  systematically  filling  the  first  few  step, 
of  Maslow's  hierarchy  of  needs  -  food,  shelter,  fire,  drink 
able  water  and  companionship  (in  the  form  of  Wilson,  thi- 
volleyball  ).  Hanks,  without  any  cinematic  crutches,  succ 
ceeds  here  where  few  actors  could  and  affirms  what  I  de 
dared  last  year  in  my  review  of  the  Green  Mile,  that  he  is  the 
finest  screen  actor  working  today.  He  even  manages  to  pull 
a  wonderful  performance  out  of  a  volleyball. 

As  for  the  ending,  I  can  see  Ben's  point  but  I  disa 
gree  that  Cast  Away  needed  a  more  aggressive  ending.  Tht 
relationship  between  Chuck  and  his  Kelly  Frears  (Helen  Hunt 
is  given  breadth  In  only  a  few  scenes  and  its  conclusion  is  logi  ■ 
cal  and  satisfying.  The  final  scenes  of  the  film  are  appropriately 
minimalist  and  its  conclusion,  although  initially  jarring,  work 
in  the  film.  A 


A  NOTE  OF  CLARIFICATION: 

IN  THE  LAST  ISSUE,  OUR  "POLITICAL  EXPERT 
STEVE  JUG  INFERED  THAT  HIS  OPIONIONi 
WERE  THAT  OF  THE  "HERALD  STAFF". 
WOULD  LIKE  TO  EXPRESS  TO  THE  READER! 
AND  TO  MR.JUG  THAT  HIS  »»»»»»»> 
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FILM  SECTION.  COUNTER  POINT  PITS  TWO 
TO  DEBATE  A  SINGLE  FILM.  THE  FILMS  BEN 
IS  ISSUE,  CAST  AWAY  AND  TRAFFIC,  WERE 


BORDER  CROSSINGS 

DOUGLAS  AND  CO.  GRAPPLE  WITH  THE  DRUG 
TRADE  IN  STEVEN  SODERBERGH'S  TRAFFIC 


RYAN  lACQBSON 
FILM  EDITOR 

In  1920,  President  Woodrow  Wilson  signed  inro  law  The 
Volstead  Act  which  brought  in  the  age  of  Prohibition.  The  law, 
which  was  meant  ro  curb  immoral  behaviour  by  criminalizing 
alcohol  consumption,  proved  cosily  and,  ultimately,  impcssiblc 
to  enforce.  The  public  had  an  insatiable  taste  for  alcohol  and 
minorities  in  large  urban  centers,  such  as  Al  Capone,  imported 
illegal  Canadian  liqueur  over  the  border  by  the  truclcload.  Some 
was  stopped  and  seized,  most  wasn't.  In  1 980.  President  Ronald 
Reagan  declared  a  war  on  drugs.  Substitute  alcohol  for  drugs 
and  the  story  plays  out  about  the  same.  In  Traffic,  director 
Steven  Soderbergh  weaves  several  tales  of  those  who  use  drugs, 
those  who  traffic  drugs  and  those  who  enforce  the  drug  laws. 

The  complex  plot  of  Traffic  involves  two  Mexican 
narcotics  officers  Javier  Rodriguez  Rodriguez  (Benicio  DelToro) 
and  Manolo  Sanchez  (Jacob  Vargas),  who  become  the  pawn  of 
the  cartels  vying  of  Tijuana.  The  American  trafficker  for  prod- 
uct of  the  ruling  cartel.  Carlos  Ayala  (Steven  Bauer),  is  arrested 
by  American  narcotics  officers  Montel  Gordon  (Don  Cheadle) 
and  Ray  Castro  (Luis  Guzman).  Subsequently,  the  pair  are 
assigned  to  monitor  his  wife  Helena  (Cacht  rine  Zeta-Jones)  and 
the  family's  amorous  and  conniving  attorney  (Dennis  Quaid). 
As  the  trial  draws  iic.ir.  the  pair  are  assigned  to  guard  Eduardo 
Ruiz  (Miguel  Ferrer).  Carlos"  number  two  and  the  key  witness 
for  the  prosecution,  who  is  being  tracked  by  a 
hitman  named  Francisco  Fiorcs  (Clifton 
Collins);  another  pawn  of  the  competing  car- 
tels. Meanwhile,  conservative  Cincinnati  judge 
Robert  Wakefield  (Michael  Douglas)  is  ap- 
pointed to  the  head  of  the  nations  anti-drug 
agency,  only  to  discover  his  daughter,  Caroline 
(Erika  Christensen),  is  an  addict. 

Traffic  is  an  ingeniously  crafted  and 
smart  film.  Soderbergh  has  spread  his  film  over 
a  very  large  canvas  with  a  lot  of  stories  that  are, 
to  varying  degrees,  linked  and  has  created  a  .ivid,  exhaustive, 
and  fascinating  account  of  the  dnjg  trade.  The  filmmakers  spend 
a  lot  of  time  showing  us  the  wild  west  atmosphere  that  plagues 
Mexican  authorities,  those  few  who  aren't  paid  ofTby  the  car- 
tels, that  know  if  they  expend  the  effort  and  money  to  take 
down  a  cartel,  another  will  rise  quickly  in  its  place.  Their  frus- 
tration is  shared  by  the  American  authorities  who  know  if  they 
take  down  the  distributor,  another  will  rise  it  their  place,  or  the 
witness  and/or  distributor  will  be  a  assassinated.  This  frustra- 
tion is  perfectly  embodied  in  the  soulful  and  passionate  perfor- 
mances of  Cheadle,  an  agent  who  does  his  job  with  vigor  de- 
spite its  futility,  and  Del  Toro,  whose  genuine  thrust  for  justice 
is  taken  advantage  of  by  the  cartels. 

Adding  to  the  problems  of  enforcement  is  the  fact  that 
NAFTA  has  a  created  unprotected  border  where  transport  trucks 
pass  through  freely  .  Money  and  agents,  neither  of  which  arc  a 
match  for  the  cartels,  seize  some  product  but,  the  cartels  antici- 
pate this  and  compensate  with  volume.  In  charge  with  over- 
coming these  obstacles  is  Wakefield,  played  by  Douglas,  who. 
after  Womierboyi,  is  in  top  form  with  an  emotional  performance. 

Traffic  is  really  two  films  in  one,  the  large,  broad  topic 


OPINIONS  ARE  HIS  OWN.  AND  HE  DOES  NOT 
REPRESENT  THE  VIEWS  OF  MANY  OF  OUR 
CRITICS.  SOME  ARE  MODERATE  LIBERALS 
AND  SOME  ARE  EVEN  CONSERVATIVES.  ANY 
ASSUMPTION  THAT  BECAUSE  WE  ARE  STU- 
DENTS WE  HAVE  SIMILAR  BELIEFS  IS  WRONG. 
-  RYAN  JACOBSON,  EDITOR 


of  the  drug  trade  and  a  set  of 
smaller,  personal  tales  set 
within  this  context.  The  per- 
sonal laics  gain  in  poignancy 
by  the  context  within  the 
larger  scheme  but,  the  epic 
scope  Soderbergh  creates 
works,  to  the  degree  it  docs, 
because  the  smaller  pcrsnnal 
talcs  emotionally  in\nl.c 
you.  What's  intcresnn^ 
about  this  is  the  variety  of 
emotions  that  the  film  pulls 
out  of  you.  from  a  combina- 
tion of  revulsion  and  sympa- 
thy, in  watching  the  plight  of 
the  Ayaya  family,  to  heartbreak,  in  watching  the  Wakefield's 
struggles  with  their  daughter.  This  is  when  the  film  ts  at  its  best 
and  most  shatteringly  honest,  especially  the  Wakefield  story, 
which  glues  the  story  together. 

Unfortunately,  we  don't  get  enough  of  these  stories. 
Each  element  of  the  film  is  very  engaging  but.  I  think  Traffic  h 
one  of  those  rare  films  where  the  whole  doesn't  add  up  to  the 
sum  of  its  parts.  For  that  reason.  Traffic  sags  a  bit  around  the 
middle  of  the  film  as  the  film  sorts  itself  out. 

That  being  said,  these  ate  minor  considerations.  Traffic 
is  powerful  and  important  and  the  sort 
of  film  families  should  he  sitting  down 
10  watch  together,  especially  those  with 
■youngr^cens.  \  think  this  is  supported 
by  the  message  of  the  film,  which  is  nut 
that  its  futile  to  fight  drugs  in  America, 
but  that  the  fight  must  take  place  per- 
son by  person,  family  by  family.  No 
large  scale  governmental  initiative  will 
solve  the  drug  problem,  which  will  con- 
tinue as  long  as  demand  fuels  supply. 
Soderbergh  has  created  the  kind  of  brave 
film  only  a  filmmaker  at  the  height  of  his  abilities  could  pull 
off.  Traffic  combines  visual  bravura  and  a  keen  attention  to 
story  and  is  one  of  the  best  films  of  the  year.  A- 

BENJAMIN  WRIGHT 
FILM  CRITIC 

Martin  Scorcese  has  has  done  it;  Paul  Thomas  Anderson  has 
done  it.  Now  Steven  Soderbergh  can  add  his  name  to  the 
increasing  list  of  directors  who  make 
virtually  unending  films  with  a  jewel 
at  their  centre.  In  Casino,  Mr.  Scorcese 
exercised  the  tale  of  Ace  Rothstein  into 
a  three-hour  mob-fest.  Embedded 
deep  within  that  film  is  a  ninety- 
minute  masterpiece,  clinched  by  out- 
standing visuals  and  sublime  perform- 
ances. Mr.  Anderson  suffered  the 
same  fate  with  last  year's  Magnolia;  a 
film  that  was  applauded  for  its  meta- 
phorical aptitude,  bur  berated  for  its 
layering  of  nine,  wholly  disparate 
tales.  Within  this  three-hour  mess  is 
another  beautiful,  lyrical  ninety- 
minute  diamond.  Like  both  of  these 
films.  Traffic  mes  to  say  too  much,  and 
instead,  sacrifices  three  cri^p  storic 
that — when  pulled  together  into  one 
film — do  little  to  deepen  the  pic's  cen- 


TRAFFIC 

Dir.  Steven  Soderbergh 
Michael  Douglas 
Benicio  Del  Toro 
Odeon  Film 


tre  which  is  correctly  stated  by  Ryan  Jacobson. 

Somewhere  in  Mr.  Soderbergh's  operatic  treatment 
of  the  drug  ttade  is  a  haunting  piece  of  American  cinema. 
Using  vatyingfiim  stocks  and  lighting  techniques,  three  indi- 
vidual stories  are  crafted  with  an  undeniable  amount  of  care 
and  precision.  Traffic  is  a  finely-tuned  film  when  examined  >is 
three  films.  Where  Magnolia  failed  was  in  its  broad  and  vis- 
ceral attempts  to  encapsulate  a  personal  philosophy  through 
an  endless  stteam  of  story-lines.  Soderbergh  limits  himself  to 
three,  but  with  all  their  pull  and  promise,  it  is  hard  to  sup- 
port them  all  in  one,  unadulterated  breath. 

Mr.  Soderbergh  is  a  talented  filmmaker  with  the 
promise  of  a  young,  po^i-Jaws  Spielberg.  His  unique  visual 
style  and  thoroughly  engaging  abilit}-  ro  weave  complex  nar- 
ratives are  visible  in  his  other  works,  namely  The  Limey  and 
Out  of  Sight.  In  fact,  the  "north-south"  climate  disparities, 
petceivsrd  through  different  camera  filters,  are  an  old 
Soderbergh  crick  used  primarily  in  OiitofSighllThe  Mexican 
sequences  are  the  film's  best,  compared  to  the  somewhat  hoaky 
family  drama  of  Michael  Douglas  and  his  daughter.  While 
the  Benicio  Del  Toro  sequences  in  Tijuana  are  raw  and  exact- 
ing, the  others  are  over-cooked  and  flavourless. 

Stephen  Gaghan's  screenplay  may  be  the  true  loser 
in  this  film.  As  Mr.  Soderbergh  does  his  best  to  paint  a  vase 
array  of  anti-heroes  onto  his  dense  filmic  canvas  he  never  es- 
capes Mr.  Gaghan's  ill-conceived  panoramic  scope. 

Traffic  is  a  good  film,  but  like  its  predecessors,  its 
ambitions  outweigh  the  final  product.  A- 
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BROTHER-  THAT\S  CLASSIC! 

COEN'S  PAY  HOfJ^A&B  TO  HOMER  &  HOayWOOD  IN  Q-  BROTHER,  WHERE  ART  THOU? 

In  O'BralhcT,  Where  Arc  Thou?.  Joel  and  Ethan  Cocn 
takes  Homer's  "The  Odyssey"  aind  launches  it  into  Depression- 
era  Mississippi.  They  also  deliver  the  film  that  fictional  director 
John  L.  Sullivan  wanted  to  make  tn  Preston  Srurgcs'  1942  classic. 
Sullivan's  Travels.  In  the  Sturges  film,  loosely  based  on  the  Jonathan 
Swift  classic  "Gulliver's  Travels,"  Sullivan  is  a  director  born  with  a 
silver  spoon  in  his  mouth  intent  on  making  the  socialist  and  com- 
pletely fictional  novel  "O  Brother,  Where  Art  Thou?"  into  a  film. 

In  the  same  way  that  Sturges  looked  to 
literature,  the  Coens  turned  to  Homer  for  their 
inspiration.  George  Clooncy.  looking  very  much 
like  a  modern  day  Clark  Gable,  stars  as  Ulysses 
Everett  McGill,  the  philosophical,  smooth  talk- 
ing. Dapper  Dan  hair  pomade  obsessed  petty 
criminal.  He  convinces  the  other  two  criminals 
chained  to  him  to  escape,  and  promises  them  a 
portion  of  a  hidden  treasure  he  knows  of  Their 
flight  for  fi-ecdom  and  fortune  lead  them  through 
several  adventures  and  mishaps,  as  well  as  encounters  with  many 
different  characters  along  the  way.  And  naturally.  Fate  continu- 
ously thrusts  in  its  intervening  hand  throughout  the  journey. 

The  Cocns"  take  on  O  Brother.  Where  Art  Thou?  is 
twisted  and  surreal.  Characters  pop  in  and  out  of  the  plot  and 
spontaneously  break  into  song,  yet  in  a  controlled  and  integrated 
manner.  There  arc  bits  of  slapstick  comedy,  and  the  witry  dia- 
logue comes  as  fast  as  the  bullets  from  Geoi^c  "Babyface"  Nelsons 
tommy  gun.  As  this  is  actor/director  Tim  Blake  Nelson's 
first  major  role,  his  performance  as  sweet  and  simple  Dclmar 


O  BROTHER, 
WHERE  ART  THOU? 

Dir.  Joel  Coen 
George  Clooney 
Touchstone 


KAREN  LIU 
FILM  CRITIC 

This  film  is  at  once  an  adventure  film,  a  crime  drama,  a  comedy, 
a  romance,  a  western,  a  gangster  film,  and  a  musical.  Extremely 
entertaining  on  its  own.  just  seeing  the  stars  George  Clooncy. 
Tim  Blake  Nelson  and  John  Turturro  sing  and  dance  bluegrass  is 
a  treat  in  itself  However,  to  the  uninitiated,  its  rich  intcrtextuaiity 
will  fly  over  their  heads  like  our  three  protagonists  in  their  escape 
from  the  chain  gang.  Loaded  like  a  Redneck's  shotgun.  O  Brother, 
Where  Art  Thou?'s  references  arc  wide  and  varied,  ranging  from 
classical  Greek  drama  to  Classical  Hollywood  to  the  Art  Cinema. 


O'Donnell  is  sure  to  catapult  him  into  the  Hollywood  spotlight 
He  actually  sings  on  the  film's  soundtrack  as  well.  John  Turturro 
as  Pete  Hogwallop,  produces  a  strange,  hokey  hillbilly  lacking  r, 
few  screws,  and  George  Clooney  delivers  a  surprisingly  slick  per- 
formance. The  trio's  tightness  is  essential  to  the  film,  and  thes 
work  together  with  mastcrfiil  timing.  Oh  Brother,  Where  Ar. 
Thou?,  given  the  film's  musical  and  epic  nature,  is  very  much  ati 
ensemble  effort  and  this  harmony  between  the  cast  members  gtvi' 
the  film  its  much  needed  smoothness  with  what  otherwise  woulti 
have  been  a  bulky  and  troublesome  movie.  For  this  reason,  th. 
Coens  wisely  base  the  film  around  the  trio  as  a  team,  and  not  ot\ 
Clooney  alone. 

The  music  is  an  essential  element  to  the  film.  Based  on 
traditional  American  folksongs  and  bluegrass,  the 
music  is  very  much  a  parr  of  the  world  of  the 
film.  For  example,  when  our  three  heroes  wanr 
der  to  the  riverside,  drawn  by  the  sound  of  the 
Sirens  singing,  and  become  captivated,  the 
soundtrack  swells  powerfully  with  the  voices  o^ 
Alison  Krauss,  Emmylou  Harris,  and  Gilliam 
Welch.  The  audience  too,  is  seduced  by  the  Si- 
rens' song.  There  is  never  an  instant  where  the 
source  of  the  music  is  not  somewhere  onscreen. 

Roger  Deakins'  cinematography  captures  the  epic  nat 
tare  of  the  Odyssey  and  yet  brings  the  audience  down  to  the  Sunn;, 
South,  by  using  grand,  sweeping  landscape  shots  and  bright  yel  ■ 
low  filters. 

After  a  season  of  brainless,  action  flicks,  this  is  an  Intel  ■ 
ligcnt  adventure  that  stimulates  as  well  as  entertains.  Part  of  th^; 
entertainment  comes  just  from  watching  how  the  Coens  trans 
form  such  a  revered  text  into  a  rollicking  movie.  The  Muse  ha"j 
truly  spoken  through  Joel  and  Ethan.  B+ 


DREAM  WEAVERS 

GIBSON  A  CAGE  GET  WARM  AND  FUZZY  IN 
iVHA  T  WOMEN  WANT  &  THE  FAMIL  V  MAN 


RYAN  JACQBSON 
FILM  EDITOR 

I  remember  as  a  child  reading  a  series  of  Marvel  comics  called 
'What  If.,.'  iliat  would  propose  alternate  realities  to  established 
Marvel  hcrucs.  This  lieries,  which  existed  outside  the  continuity 
of  any  given  series,  would  feature  stories  like  what 
if  thcX-Mcn  were  villains?'  or 'what  if  Spidcrman 
was  replaced  by  a  clone  years  ago  and  didn't  know 
it?'.  In  the  spirit  of  these  reality  bending  srorics. 
this  last  year  biis  '^ecn  HoUywijod.  in  the  form  ol 
underrated  gems  The Kid{\w\\Af  it  you  could  meet 
yourself  as  a  child?)  and  Frequency  (what  if  you 
could  call  your  dead  father  in  the  past?),  chris- 
ten a  cycle  of  adult,  male  oriented  'what  if  pic- 
tures. 

This  holiday  season  welcomes  two  dis- 
appointing pictures  to  the  canon  in  The  Family 
Man  and  WImi  Women  Want.  Each  film  features 

self  centered,  flawed  men  whu,  through  cxiraor-   

dinary  circumstances,  acquire  a  more  enlightened 
view  of  the  world  and  set  out  to  change  iheir  ways.  Unfortu- 
nately, neither  is  well  developed  enough  to  exploit  their  clever 
premises  and  both  arc  maddeningly  uneven  -  one  is  too  senti- 
mental and  one  isn't  sentimental  enough. 

In  The  Family  Man.  whose  poster  carries  the  ironic  tag 


WHAT  WOMEN 

VftNT 
Dir.  Nancy  Meyers 
Mel  Gibson,  Helen  Hunt 
Paramount  Pictures 

THE  FAMILY  MAN 
Dir.  Brett  Ratner 
Nicolas  Cage,  Tea  Leoni 
Universal  Pictiues  ,. 


line  'what  if...',  Nicolas  Cage  plays  Jack 
Campbell,  a  wealthy,  single,  driven  Wall  Street 
deal  maker  whose  life  revolves  exclusively 
around  money  and  business.  He  is  busy  put 
ting  together  a  multi-billion  dollar  metier 
when    his    college    sweetheart  Kate, 
played  by  Tea  Leoni,  leaves  a  message  on  his  an- 
swering machine  on  Christmas  Eve.  Years  ear- 
lier. Jack  left:  for  an  internship  in  Lodon.  despite 
a  tcary-eycd  Kate  imploring  him  to  stay.  What 
was  supposed  to  be  one  year  has  becomes  thir- 
teen. Through  a  mysterious  intermediary  named 
Ca^h  (Don  Cheadlc).  Jack  wakes  up  Christmas 
mnrning  with  Kate  and  their  rwo  kids  and  is 
allowed  to  see  what  his  life  would  be  like  if  he 
had  not  gone  to  London. 

The  Family  Man,  which  is  essencially  a  cross 
between  A  Christmas  Carol  and  It's  A  Wonelerfitl 
Life,  starts  out  promising  but  doesn't  create  a 
strong  core  to  hold  the  various  comic  and  dra- 
matic moments  together.  In  the  opening  se- 
quence, director  Brett  Ratner  wisely  doesn't  make 
Jack  overtly  Scrooge-like;  he's  driven  and  shal- 
low, not  angry  and  cruel.  Once  he's  placed  in 
his  alternate  reality,  his  initial  reaction,  and  the  first  few  subse- 
quent episodes,  are  well  drawn,  genuine  and  funny.  Cage  is  very 
good  at  expressing  Jack's  frustrations  in  adapting  to  his  new  middle 
class,  suburban  existence.  By  that  same  token.  Leoni,  who  doesn't 
appear  in  enough  films,  is  terrific  as  his  confused  and  patient 

  wife. 

Despite  this,  the  film  begins  to  lotJse  momen- 
tum around  the  middle  as  Jack,  all  too  slowly, 
changes  his  stripes.  The  awkwardly  paced  sec- 
ond half  of  the  film  has  Jack  continuing  to 
try  and  recapturing  the  worldly  goods  and 
excesses  of  his  lormcr  life  when  he  should 
be  at  a  point  where  ihe  simple  virtues  of 
family  life  begin  to  appeal  to  him.  When 
he  docs  finally  change,  it's  jarring  and  un- 
convincing. One  of  the  results  of  this  is  that 
The  Family  Man,  which  is  at  times  rather 
joyless,  lacks  an  emotional  center  and  needs 
to  be  more  sentimental.  For  example,  in 
[he  final  scene.  Jack  unpacks  his  heart  to 
Kale  in  this  long  speech,  which  seems  designed  to  convince 
the  viewer  to  feel  something,  when  a  few  words  and  a  pas- 
sionate kiss  should  have  sufficed. 

In  What  Women  Want,  we  have  an  initially  funny 
comedy  that  sabotages  itself  by  unwisely  opting  for  schmaltz 


in  the  second  half  of  the  film.  Nick  Marshall  (Mcl  Gibson)  is  « 
charming,  womanizing  ad-cxecurive  who  is  fast  becoming  a  di,n 
nosaur  in  a  world  were  young  professional  females  are  more  of- 
ten bccomi  ng  the  target  demographic  of  advertisers.  Nick  is  passeO 
over  for  promotion  in  favour  of  Darcy  Maguire  (Helen  Hunt) 
an  outsider  hired  to  reach  this  demographic.  While  attcmptinj'; 
to  get  inside  the  female  mind  Nick  is  electrocuted  and  cndowec 
with  the  ability  to  hear  woman's  thoughts.  Meanwhile,  Jack' 
teenage  daughter  Alex  (Ashley  Johnson)  comes  to  stay  with  him. 

The  first  half  of  What  Women  Want  hits  all  the  righf. 
notes.  The  perceptive  screenplay  has  a  lot  of  fun  watching  JacK 
discover  the  pros  and  cons  of  knowing  what  women  arc  think- 
ing. Then,  inextricably,  the  film  stops  playing  for  laughs  in  tht- 
second  half  of  the  film.  In  this  portion,  the  film  makes  little  usi: 
of  Nick's  power,  except  for  an  extraneous  sub-plot  involving  o 
lonely  office  assistant,  and  settles  into  an  unimaginative  romano- 
between  Nick  and  Darcy. 

What  What  Women  Want  should  have  realized  is  that 
for  a  man,  the  only  thing  more  perplexing  than  women  in  gen 
eral  is  their  teenage  daughters.  This  is  especially  true  in  Nick' 
case,  as  he  attempts  to  broker  a  closer  relationship  with  his  daugh 
tcr,  who  has  taken  to  calling  him  "Uncle  Dad".  The  scenes  be 
twccn  Gibson  and  Johnson,  who  is  very  endearing,  arc  funnj 
warm  and  keenly  observed.  Unfortunately,  this  sub-plot  is  dis 
jointed  and  Johnson  disappears  for  large  portions  of  the  film 
What  Women  \%«/ should  have  been  more  daring  and  made  thij 
the  focus  of  the  second  half  of  the  film. 

With  engaging  actors  and  themes,  both  What  Womei 
Want  and  The  Family  Man  arc  frustrating,  tonally  uneven  mis  ■ 
fires.  The  Family  Man:  C  What  Women  Want:  C+ 
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THE  PLHOSE 

Dir.  Sean  Penn 
Jack  Nicho^on.  Robin  Wright  Pcnn 
Warner  Bros, 
pf:      BENJAMIN  WRI6HT 

Marking  his  third  direccorial  effon — after 
ilV9i's  The  hidian  Runner ^nA  the  J 995  Jack 
[SicKobon -vehicle  OvisingGitanl — Sean 
pL'Rii  realms  to  the  cxisiential  landscape  with 
|be  iiugntiin  opits,  The  Pledge.  Crossing  simi- 
lar thematic  paths  with  his  previous  outings, 
Mr.  Pctm  builds  a  formidable  character  study 
On  top  of  a  nioR-  rraditiooiii  H'/;o-c/««jVdetec- 

Despite  the  midtadiog  marketing 
ploys  by  its  studio  pjureoc,  Warners,  the  pic- 
ture is  an  unabasbediy  raw  and  pungent  tale 
which  forsakes  the  seasoned  pot-boilers  of  the 
genre  for  a  home-Spun  character  study  of  a 
man  on  die  brink  ol  madness.  His  name  is 
[erry  Black  ([adc Nicholson)  and  is  a  respected 
police  detective  Jnsi  minutes  away  from  re- 
tirement. A  quietly  unsyaipatheiic  hero, 
Black — played  with  sheer  hrilUance  by  Ujc 
iconic  Nicholson — involves  himself  in  ihein- 
vesdgadon  of  a  child  homicide  iit  bis  rural  Ne- 
rada  honietowii.  The  sleepy  woods  come  alive 
with  master-lenser  Chris  Menges  stuiining 
photography  while  Black  internalizes  his  lus- 
trations with  the  all-to-simpic  case. 
^  After  a  retarded  Indian,  played  by  an 

^^recognizable  Benicio  Del  Toro,  i>  charged 

t' th  the  crime  aijd  later  commits  suicide,  tJie 
:al  police  is  more  than  williog  to  file  the 


case  away  under  the  solved  banner.  Uncon- 
vinced and  fuelled  by  his  own  pledge  to  the 
litUc  girl's  patents  diat  he  \vill  find  the  vic- 
tims killer.  Black  embarks  on  a  minor  cru- 
sade. While  the  case  remains  in  a  murkj'  pur- 
gatory. Black's  own  journey  takes  him  to  a  run- 
down gas  stauon,  wliich  he  later  purchases  in 
order  to  keep  a  watchfid  ejT  out  for  the  kiilejg 
Met  by  a  waitress  named  Lori  (Robia  ^(^sSS 
Penn)  with  a  chipped  toodi  and 
Black  discovers  she  ba^  £  daughter  vrara 
matches  the  profile  of  the  previous  victims 

Black  sees  potential  vicums  and  kill- 
ers everywhere:  the  local  church,  the  gas  sta- 
tion, the  country  road.  But  Mr.  Penn's  narra- 
tive does  not  depend  on  the  foreseeable  out- 
come, for  the  picture's  episodic  structure  is  a 
lament  oo  male  defeats.  Jerry  Blackbas  seen 
it  all  and  his  demons  have  waited  ibis  long  to 
pay  him  a  visit.  Mr.  Penn  alternates  the  who- 
dunit structure  with  breathtakingly  serene 
shots  of  Black  fishing,  driving,  and  watting, 
it  is  never  sure  what  or  who  he  is  waidng  tor — ' 
perhaps  tlie  killer  or  perhaps  a  sign  for  him  to 
move  on  with  his  middle-class  life. 

Jack  Nicholson's  superbly  under- 
StaU'd  performance,  tlie  best  of  2001  so  far.  is 
matclied  by  a  string  of  strong  supporting  play- 
ers including  onc-sceners  by  Helen  Mirren, 
Mickey  Rourke,  and  Vajiessa  Redgrave  in  a 
pa\wrful  turn  as  a  ^'ict^IrK^  grandmodier. 

Mr.  Penn's  abundant  use  of  visual 
nietaphores  add  a  striking  richness  to  the 
slight  'HTtpt  by  hu---band- and -wife  team  jerzy 
and  Maxy  Kxnraolnwsky  (adapted  from  the 
story  by  mystery  wrirer  Friedrich 
Diirrcninatt).  1  hd  bestial  nature  of  human- 
ity, represented  by  a  herd  tif  cattle  in  one  stcne, 
foreshadows  not  only  Jcrrs'  Black's  fail  from 
grace,  but  also  tlic  complexity  and  inconclu-, 
siveness  of  a  murder  investigation.  The  pic- 
ture is  both  real  and  imaginan'.  true  ro  lite 
and  yet  dreamlike.  For  some  the  pacing  niav 
be  a  bit  trying,  bur  the  patient  viewer  mil  he 
rewarded.  A- 
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THE  AWARDS  ISSUE 


WE  NAME  THE  FIRST  EVER  INNI5  HERALD 
PRESS  FILM  CRITICS  A  WARDS 

EDITOR'S  PICKS:  BEST-OF-LISTS  FROM  THIS 
YEAR'S  EDITOR  AND  NEXT  YEAR'S  EDITOR 

COVERAGE  OF  THE  GENIE'S 

A  LISTING  OF  ALL  60  FILMS  WE'VE  RE- 
VIEWED THIS  YEAR 

PLUS:  OVER  15  FILM  REVIEWS,  INCLUDING 
HANNIBAL  AND  3000  MILES  TO  GRACELAND 


THE  SIFT 

Dir.  Sam  Raimi 
Gate  Blanchett,  Katie  Holmes 
Paramount  Glassies 
CATTUN  McKENNA 

In  the  latest  Sam  Raimi  film,  The  Gift,  Cate 
Blanchett  plays  Annie  Wilson,  a  small-town 
fortune-teller  whose  psychic  abilides  end  up 
legally  and  emotionally  embroiling  her  in  a 
local  murder/kidnapping.  Until  seeing  the 
fdm,  I  never  imagined  that  I  shared  Annie's 
amazing  abdit)'.  Incredibly,  however,  the 
ending  "appeared"  to  me  at  the  beginning 
of  the  film's  third  act.  and  by  the  time  the 
final  credits  rolled,  my  premonition  was 
fulfilled,  I  was  convinced  I  was  psychic, 

1  mean,  the  only  alternative 
explanation  for  this  event  is  that  with  The 
Gift,  screenwriters  Billy  Bob  Thornton  and 
Tom  Epperson  have  penned  a  "Mystery- 
Thriller"  -with  a  deficient  mystery  at  its  core. 
Sadly,  after  the  subsequent  loss  of  my 
student  loan  to  a  "psychic  hunch"  about  a 
poker  hand,  I  fear  the  latter  explanation 
may  bear  a  hard  truth. 

However,  aside  from  this  rather 
party-pooping  flaw.  The  Gift  is  not  all  that 
bad.  It's  got  a  great,  creepy  setting  among 
the  murky  swamps,  gochic  willow  trees  and 
small-town  prejudices  of  the  Deep  South. 
It's  got  some  frikkin'  scary  moments, 
delivered  by  veteran  spookster  Raimi  [Evil 
Dead^  Darknuin),  who  knows  how  to  carry 
a  tense  scene  to  its  logical  end.  And,  of 
course,  it's  got  sex  (a  litde)  and  violence  (the 
horrific  kind),  both  of  which  add  that  je-ne- 
sais-quoi  to  every  Hollywood  production 
worth  its  salt. 

The  acting  front  is  a  mixed  bag. 
In  the  "unwatchable"  category  we  find 
Keanu  Reeves  as  Donny  Barksdale,  the 
racist,  wife-beating  stalker  at  the  centre  of 
the  murder  trial.  Joining  him  there  is  our 
generation's  most  overrated  actor,  Katie 
Holmes —  her  tepid  performance,  however, 
is  given  a  significant  boost  by  the  onscreen 
debut  of  her  near-flawless  breasts.  Holmes' 
wise  decision  to  add  nudity  to  the  repertoire 
may  just  end  up  extending  her  career  by  an 
additional  fifteen  minutes. 

Moving  up  the  ladder,  we  find 
Oscar-winner  Hilary  Swank,  sadly  wasted  in 
her  one-note  performance  as  Donny's  long- 
suffering  wife.  Gio%'anni  Ribisi  plays  Buddy, 
the  half-demented-yokel-with-the-heart-of- 
gold  he  does  so  well.  Finally,  Greg  Kinnear 
docs  a  fair  job  as  the  romantic  interest,  but 
it's  Cate  Blanchett,  as  the  widowed  single 
mom  trying  to  do  t!ie  right  thing,  who  ends 
up  carrying  the  film.  Blanchett  is  in  almost 
e^  er)'  scene  of  The  Gift,  and  she's  riveting 
throughout:  a  movie  star  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word.  She  brings  real  class  to  an 
otherwise  fairly  forgettable  movie:  see  it  just 
to  catch  her  performance.  And  Katie 
Holmes's  breasts.  B- 


MALENA 

Dir.  Giuseppe  Tomatore 
Monica  Bellucci 
Alliance  Atlants 
CHRIS  TURNER 

The  story  begins  in  1940.  Taken  from  a  par- 
tially autobiographical  tale  by  Luciano 
Vincensoni,  Italian  director  Giuseppe 
Tbfnatore  {Cinema  Paradise)  brings  an  un- 
forgettable tale  to  the  screen.  MtUnd  opens 
as  Italy  prepares  to  enter  the  War.  A  Sicilian 
boy,  Renato  Amoroso,  suddenly  falls  in  love 
with  a  beautiful  woman  simp^- known  to  die 
small  village  as  Malena  (played  by  Monica 
Bellucci.  former  Dolce  and  Gabbana  model). 

Before  I  had  even  seen  the  movie 
there  were  raves  of  this  being  the  surprise  for- 
eign fdm  that  wilt  sneak  into  this  year's  Acad- 
emy Awards,  That  may  happen,  however, 
there  are  two  things  to  note  -  first,  this  time 
there  is  thankfully  no  Roberto  Bennini  and 
two,  since  it  is  an  Italian  film,  there  is  sub- 
tides.  That  being  said,  it  is  not  dialogue  heavy 
and  makes  for  very  easy  viewing  or  reading. 

This  movie  is  so  unlike  anything  else 
you  will  have  •i&e.a  this  \«ar.  It  takes  you  on  a 
strange  emotional  foiuTiey  as  you  watch  the 
12-year  old  Renalto  dive  into  his  comic,  new 
found  sexuality.  In  Renalto's  erotic  fantasies, 
mosdy  in  a  vintage  black-and-white,  Malena 
turns  into  the  protagonist  of  a  sentimental 
drama  or  western.  She  becomes  Cleopatra  and 
the  Holy  Mary,  in  a  comic  and  ironic  coun- 
terpoint to  the  need  of  the  moment. 

However,  you  sj-nipachtze  with  the 
woman,  who  renLiins  a  mysterious  and  pain- 
ful character.  She  is  lonely  and  her  ne%v  hus- 
band is  gone  to  fight  in  the  war,  leaving  her 
alone  in  a  small  village,  fioni  the  lonely  strolls 
of  this  beautiful  woman  up  and  down 
Castelcuto's  niain  street  she  is  followed  by 
men's  cat  calls  and  concupiscent  6)^5,  and  die 
women's  envious  gosisiping.  She  becomes  iso- 
lated in  this  cruel  environment,  which  is 
proven  so  by  the  very  violent  assault  Malena 
suffers  at  the  hands  of  the  whole  town  at  the 
end  of  die  War,  You  can't  help  feeling  for  a 
woman  who  continuously  suHers  for  notfung, 

'  I  can't  explain  what 
an  unusual  experience  this 
is.  As  I  sat  in  my  seat  I 
was  thrown  into  this  rela- 
tively unexplored  world  of 
comedy  and  tragedy.  TWsis 

not  a  Holly\vood  film,  and  that  is  not  a  bad 
thing.  This  movie  will  surely  enjoy  success 
throughout  North  America,  furthering  the  re- 
spect desired  and  needed  by  Italian  cinema. 
Give  it  a  chance,  and  you  just  might  enjoy  it. 
B+ 
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STATE  ANt>  MAIN 

Dir.  David  Mamet 
Alec  Baldwin,  William  H.  Macy 
Odcon  Piciures 
BENJAMIN  WRieKT 

frhe  pilch  meetiog  for  State  mid  Main  must 
have  gone  something  like  this:  "A  big-budget 
Hollywood  film  crew  marches  into  sleepy 
Waterford,  Vermont...  and  before  long  repu- 
tations are  ruined,  personalilie*  3ie  exposed, 
and  die  truth  about  Tinsletown  is  revealed!" 

Leave  it  to  David  Mamet,  the  sharp 
playwright-turned -director,  to  expose  the  un- 
derbelly of  an  industry  Ln  dire  need  of  a  fecelift. 
But  Mr.  Mamet  only  cuts  through  the  trans- 
lucent layer  of  Hollywood's  skin.  He  leaves 
an  entire  sub-culture  of  obsessed  ians.  vola- 
tile extras,  and  belligerent  prima  donnas  out 
of  his  socially- minded  ^ce. 

Mr.  Mamet's  relatively  tame  script 
borrows  liberally  from  the  iconic  references 
of  modern  cclebritydom.  There's  the  over- 
paid, over-sexed  male  lead.  Bob  Barrenger 
(Alec  Baldvwn);  the  fluSy  female  lead  whose 
conscience  gets  the  best  of  her  limited  acting 
ability  (Sarah  Jessica  Parker);  the  pretentious 
screenwriter  {Philip  Seymour  Hoffman)  who 
can  only  mite  on  a  manual  typewriter;  and 
the  tight-fisted  wrath  of «  Prada-wearing  ex- 
ecutive (David  Paymer).  Tpfeether,  these  types 
interact  in  typical  Mamet  jGtsfaion:  they  revel. 
Sometimes  they  revel  io.  e»ch  other,  other 
times  they  revel  in  themselves.  In  cither  case, 
Mr.  Mamet  provides  spirited  dialogue  and  a 
handful  of  quirky  observations  to  make  this 
static  photoplay  a  moving  winner.  For  in- 
stance, how  do  you  imagine  a  film  set  in  the 
19th  century  deals  with  the  product  placement 
of  a  dot.com  business?  The  result  is  both 
kitschy  and  clever. 

Just  when  the  film's  director,  Walt 
Price  (William  H.  Macy),  thinks  his  "prestige 
picture"  is  doomed,  he  encounters  the  surreal 
inhabitants  ofWatCfford,  Vt.  Executed  like  a 
British  sex  farce  complete  with  slamming 
doors,  the  fictional  film  crew  must  contend 
with  a  power-hungry  mayor,  a  shyster  lawyer 
determined  to  shut  down  production,  and  a 
submissive  bookstore  owner  (played  by  David 
Mamet's  wife,  Rebecca  Pidgeon). 

The  film's  plot  is  almoist  as  ridicu- 
lous as  it's  fictional  counterpart,  minus  the 
period  feel.  If  Mr.  Mamet  gets  points  it's  in 
his  no-holds- barred  anempt  at  unasvcring  the 
myths  and  stereotypesof  the  Holly%vood  elite. 
Admittedly,  the  film  isn't  entirely  unique  or 
fresh,  considering  we  get  our  fair  share  of 
Tinsleiovra  gossip  from  "Entertainment  To- 
night" and  "the  Enquirer". 

Mr.  Mamet's  casting  is,  howeverj  on 
target.  Alec  Baldwin  douses  his  charaacr  with 
affable  charm  and  ego  to  spare.  William  H. 
Macy  and  Philip  Seymour  Hoffman  sizzle  in 
their  respective  roles.  But  it  is  David  Paymer 
as  Marty  Rosscn,  the  cut-throat  producer  from 
"ihe  coast,"  who  steals  the  picture.  His  hyper- 
rcal  line-readings  and  slick  wardrobe  turn  his 
usual  sheepish  persona  into  one  of  a  blood 
thirsty  wolf,  B+ 


CROUCHING  TIGER, 
HIDDEN  DRAGON 
Dir.  Ang  Lee 
Chow  Yun  Fat.  Michelle  Yeoh 
Sony  Classics 
KAREN  UU 
Touted  as  the  film  to  watch  for,  much  media 
attention  has  been  given  to  this  film  and  it  is 
well  deserved.  Based  on  the  novel  by  Dii  Lu 
Wang.  Crouching  Tiger.  HidJen  Dragon  cov- 
ers only  a  small  portion  of  the  book.  WaO:H 
out  for  the  upcoming  prequel  and  sequel  to 
the  movie  that  will  reveal  the  other  parts  of 
the  novel  that  were  not  addressed. 

Chow  Yun  Fat  stars  as  the  famed 
Wudan  warrior  Li  Mu  Bai,  who  asks  Yu  Shu 
Lien  (Michelle  Yeoh)  to  give  his  legendary  4O0 
year -old  Green  Destiny  Sword  to  Sir  Te  in  an 
effort  to  fmd  inner  peace.  The  sword  is  stof 
len  from  Sir  Te,  and  the  quest  begins  to  re- 
gain the  sword  from  the  bandit  that  stole  it. 
Zhang  Ziyi,  making  her  international  debut 
as  Jen,  iaincredible  a  youngWDjnan  who  must 
decide  betjveen  duty  as  Go\'emor  Yu's  daugh- 
ter and  her  true  desires.       . .:./. 

In  Crouching  Tiger,  though  they  are 
trained  in  Wudan  (a  martiaJ  art  descended 
from  Tai  Chi),  freedom  remains  the  elusive 
object  of  desire  craved  by  the  main  charac- 
ters. Physically  freed  from  the  laws  of  gravity 
and  space,  as  demonstrated  by  their  weight- 
less leaping,  the  characters  are  bound  only  by 
their  own  inner  struggles  and  the  fights  are 
with  their  personal  demons,  rather  than  with 
one  another. 

Contrary  to  popular  belief,  Crouch- 
ng  Tiger,  Hidden  Dragon  is  not  an  action 
flick.  Yes,  it  docs  contain  incredible  displays 
of  martial  arts  (stunningly  choreographed  by 
YuenWo-Pingof  TTif  VWarraandJetLifame), 
including  some  astonishing  balletic  duels 
along  the  walls  of  Peking  and  in  the  midst  of 
a  forest.  This  movie  is  first  and  foremost  a 
fairy  talc.  It  follows  in  the  path  of  the  tradi- 
tional Chinese  fantasy-based  literature  called 
"Wuxia,"  involving  warriors  who  not  only 
trained  in  their  combat  skills  but  also  in  phi- 
losophy and  meditation. 

Don't  expect  the  blood  and  violence 
of  typical  low  budget  action  movie?,  true  mar- 
tial arts  were  concerned  with  the  jfhjthm  and 
beauty  of  duelling.  One  particular  poignant 
moment  contains  a  battle  scene  in  a  restau- 
rant with  the  heroine  making  up  and  reciting 
a  poem  as  she  vanquishes  her  foes,  a  nod  to 
the  traditional  form  and  beauty  of  Chinese 
literature  and  art.  Peter  Pau's  cinematogra- 
phy is  an  art  in  itself,  with  the  splendid  land- 
scape and  handheld  shots,  the  camera  captures 
acu'on  and  beauty  uncommon  to  Hollywood. 

Cro  u  ch  i  ng  Tige  r, 
Hidden  Dragon  demands 
to  be  seen  on  the  bigscreen 
to  be  fully  appreciated,  to 

wait  for  it  on  video,  is  like  turning  down  an 
invitation  to  a  banquet  in  favour  of  fast  food. 
A- 


ALL  THE   PRETTY  HORSES 
Dir.  Billy  Bob  Thornton 
Matt  Damon.  Penelope  Cruz 
Columbia  Pictures 
CAITUN  McKENNA 

How's  this  for  a  sure  thing;  take  a  PiditEer- 
pritc  winning  novel,  turn  it  into  a  film  com- 
bining the  "dying-days-of-an-era"  theme  of 
TXc  Last  Picture  Show  vrith  glorious,  classic 
Western  landscapes.  Shoot  it  all  in  the 
neverending  golden-hour  light  of  Terence 
Mallick's  Badlands^  throw  in  a  respected  di- 
rector and  an  ensemble  of  talented  older  ac- 
tors and  good-looking  younger  ones.  What 
emerges  is  a  lush,  engaging  art  film  wdth  Os- 
car written  all  over  it.  Right? 

Wrong.  The  latest  from  director 
Billy  Bob  Thornton,  AU  the  Pretty  Horses, 

has  every  one  of  these  ingredients,  but  all 

the  depth  and  magic  of  an 
overlong  Marlboro  com- 
mercial— Welcome  to  Maudlin  Coun- 
try. Somewhere  along  the  way  to  making  this 
film,  something  essential  went  tnissiag. 

It  could  be  the  two  full  hoius  that 
Billy-Bob  removed  from  his  orignal  cut:  plot 
mechanics  are  certainly  foregrounded  to  the 
detriment  of  character  development  in  this 
version.  Or  is  the  problem  the  miscasting  of 
the  lead  with  Matt  Damon,  who  looks  great 
asa  covwboy,  but  brings  liide  more  to  the  role, 
FmalJy.  it  could  be  Billy  Bob's  fixation  on  close- 
ups  that  uitimateiy  stifles  his  actors  and  leaves 
his  audience  begging  for  subdety. 

Based  on  the  novel  by  Cormac 
McCarthy,  Horses  is  set  in  X949  Texas,  in  the 
last  daj-s  of  the  pre-anachrooistic  cowboy  era. 
Young  John  Crady  Cole  (Matt  Damon),  is 
about  to  lose  his  home  after  his  urbanite 
mothersells  their  ranch.  With  his  friend  Lacey 
Rawlins  (Henry  Thomas),  he  crosses  the  bor- 
der into  Mexico  to  look  for  work  and  adven- 
ture. Along  the  way,  the  pair  picks  up  a  young 
runaway  {Slmg  Blades  Lucas  Black),  who 
steals  a  horse  and  gets  them  into  trouble  with 
the  law.  Later  Cole  falls  for  the  beautiful 
Alejandra  (Penelope  Cruz),  which  gets  he  and 
Lacey  into  uouble  with  her  father,  also  chi 
rancher  boss.  These  events  become  a  harsh 
coming-of-age  nory  that  takes  the  boys  into 
the  Mexican  peiul  system  and  face-to-face 
with  death. 

The  surreal  beauty  of  die  visuals  and 
slow  pacing  of  the  film  give  it  a  dreamlike  feel 
ing  that  at  times  borders  on  the  comatose. 
Thc  one  scene  that  really  comes  to  life  takes 
place  in  Mexico,  when  Cole  and  Rawlins  get 
in  the  ring  to  break  some  wild  horses.  It's 
wonderfiil  and  energetic,  but  as  a  consequence 
ends  up  making  what  comes  before  and  afiec 
seem,  well,  boring. 

What  the  hell  happened  here?  All 
die  Pretty  Horses  could  have  been  saved  by  cut- 
ting either  more  or  less  from  it.  As  it  is,  some- 
body take  this  movie  out  back  and  put  it  out 
of  its  misery.  C- 


DRACULA  2000 
Dir.  Patrick  Lussler 
Jenny  Lee  Miller,  Jeri  Ryan 
Alliance  Atlantis 
ANDREW  COOK 

Take  it  &om  me;  I  know  absolutely  nothing 
about  alotof  shit.  I  can't  solve  a  Rubik'scubc 
1  can't  keep  a  g^rl  from  laughing  after  she  see 
me  naked.  Hell.  1  can't  even  get  3  girl  to  set- 
me  naked.  But  horror  movies. ..me  and  hoc 
ror  movies  go  together  like  Steve  Jug  and  poli- 
tics. That  said,  my  biases  exposed,  know  that 
if  a  movie  has  blood  and  monsters  I'm  gonny 
have  a  pretty  good  time. 

Watching  Dracula  2000  that's  ex- 
actly what  happened:  every  so  often  my 
thoughts  sang  "If  only  they  had. ..(insert 
graphic  death  scene  here)",  and  twice  I  wa. 
more  preoccupied  with  my  long  distance  sav 
ings  than  widi  the  screen,  but  I  certainly  didnV 
lament  the  loss  of  my  $5.75. 

Be  forewarned  though,  Wes  Craven 
merely  presents  this  modem  update,  with  did 
rectorial  duties  going  to  Patrick  Lussier,  wh|- 
cut  his  teeth  on  such  similar  fare  as  Prohecy 
3.  Essentially,  this  means  is  that  any  horror 
ferns'  inevitable  erection  at  seeing  Craven'j 
name  attached  is  premature.  Lussier  does  an 
average  job.  and  even  creates  some  very  pleas  ■ 
ing  fight  sequences,  not  to  menuon  a  some 
rimes  extraordinary  useage  of  auditory  devices 
( Nothing  sounds  better  than  a  moaning  vam  • 
pire  lesbian.) 

The  prancing  and  big-haired  romance  usuallj 
surrounding  this  tale  is  stricken  from  the  script 
and  this  modern  Dracula  seems  concerned 
ordy  with  piercing  ^ds'  necks  with  his  teeth 
and  piercing  girls'  bellies  with  his  stake.  Thti 
could've  worked,  if  the  casting  director  hadnV 
apparendy  been  a  raving  alcoholic  and  made 
the  Jim  Beam-induced  decision  tohircGeranl 
Buder.  This  no-jawline-having  Wliite  Lioli 
throwback  is  neither  scary  nor  sexy 

Johnny  Lee  Mifler  {Trainsponiug 
plays  the  man  forced  to  track  down  the  Court 
and  delivers  his  hues  with  ccttain  indifference. 
The  only  spark  left  in  Miller  restricts  itself  tt. 
the  A/fllrwr-influenced  fight  sequences,  the 
film's  crowning  achie\ement.  I  couldn't  helj- 
butiantasize  about  the  greatness  if  only  Millet 
with  his  strong  chin,  deep  ej-es,  and  an  as 
that  is  just  poured  into  his  Levi's,  had  instead 
sought  out  the  title  role. 

To  the  credit  of  the  handful  ol 
scree nwriteifs  there  are  a  couple  of  intiguin^; 
plot  devices,  The  tie  to  the  Stoker  talc  is  gro- 
tesquely entertaining,  and  the  twist  at  the  end 
which  is  sure  to  have  sen>ible  viewers  laugh 

ing  aloud,  is  original  and 
inplausible  enough  to  sat- 
isfy a  man  of  my  needs.  Luck 

ily,  my  needs  don't  include  a  tightly  written 
plot,  superior  acting,  deft  direction,  or  overh 
original  material.  Hell,  if  1  had  a  bag  of 
Cheecos,  a  case  of  beer,  and  some  hand  lo 
tion,  I  coidd  watch  vampire  lesbians  all  da> 
long.  B- 
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A  HARD  DAYS  NIGHT 

Dir.  Richard  Lesler 

The  Beatles 
Alliance  Atlantis 
RVAN  JACOBSON 

When  The  Beatles  arrived  on  the  stage  of  the 
Ed  SuUivao  show  in  the  summer  of  1964 
Kennedy  had  been  shot  November  of  the  pre- 
vious yeat  America  had  lost  its  innocence  and 
found  itself  in  an  increasingly  bloody  and 
costly  war  in  Vietnam.  The  Beades  provided 
a  vital  shot  of  adrenaline  and  optimism  to 
America,  and  the  world,  and  the  madness  that 
ensued  was  unprecedented  by  previous  and 
current  standaids.  Released  later  that  year,  at 
the  height  of  Beatlemania,y4//WDayjA%Ar, 
the  first  and  best  Beade  film,  captured  won 
derfiilly  the  manic  energy  of  the  period. 

A  Hani  Days  Night  is  a  black-and- 
white  mock-documentary  style  look  at  24 
hours  in  the  life  of  the  Bcadcs.  In  one  of  the 
great  opening  sequences  in  6Im  history,  A 
Hard  Days  Night  begins  with  the  Beades  be 
ing  chased  in  the  streets  by  a  throng  of  fans, 
The  burst  of  energy  engendered  from  the  first, 
discordant  note  from  the  infectious  title 
dieme,  is  boundless  and  the  film  never  lets 
up.  From  there  we  follow  the  mop  tops  onto 
the  train  for  a  television  appearance  in  Lon- 
don. 

Beyond  the  music,  which  includes  a 
ioyouspeifbrnianceof  ISbould  Have  Known 
Better'  tn  a  bos  car,  the  film  is  relendessly 
funny.  Scrceawriier  Alun  Owen,  whose 
screenplay  earned  him  an  Oscar  nomination, 
traveled  with  the  band  and  wonderfully  cap- 
tures each  mejnhets  personatiry  -  from  Ringo's 
Chaplinesque  performance  lo  John's  cutting 
cynicism. 

Aiding  their  cause  is  the  pitch  per- 
Fea  direction  of  Richard  Lester  {Superman  II), 
who  keeps  the  film  moving  at  a  dizzying  pace 
and  pioneers  the  editing  which  is  now  com- 
monplace in  videos  and  concert  fdms.  This 
trailblaziEng  bravura  is  most  evident  in  the  elec- 
trifying dimaclic  concen.  replete  with  faint- 
ing, screaming  and  crying  girls.  In  A  Hard 
Days  Night,  Ltstcrhas  created  an  ageless  film 
that  is  as  modern,  vital  and  relevant  today  as 
it  was  36  years  ago;  a  great  film  for  anyone 
likes  to  have  a  good  time  at  the  movies  and  an 
indispensable  one  IJeades  fans,  A- 

Thc  Beatles  followed-up  A  Hard 
Days  Nig/ftvnth  the  Richanl  Lester  directed 
Help!(1965).  which  contained  die  requisite 
great  score  but  lacked  the  unit)'  and  craft  of 
its  predecessor.  The  opulent  and  over-thc- 
top  production,  which  betrays  Night's  narra- 
tive simpltcitj',  is  burdened  by  awkward  plot- 
ting and  poinqess,  only  sporadically  fiinny, 
episodes.  This  tendency  pervades  their  third 
film  Magical  Myster)'  Tour  (1967),  wjiich  The 
Beatles,  mostly  McCartney,  directed.  This 
indulgent  avant-garde  mess  is  rescued  by  a 
wonderful  score.  Their  final  narrative  film  is 
the  eye-popping,  exuberant  animated  gem 
Vellow  Submarine  (1968).  Help:  B-  Magical 
Mystery  Tour:  C  Yellow  Subm.irine:  B  + 


SNATCH 

Dir.  Guy  Ritchie 
Brad  Pitt.  Benicio  Del  Toro 
Columbia  Pictures 
BEN  MURRAY 

Snatch  is  director  Guy  Ritchie's  much-hyped 
follow-up  to  1 998's  Lock,  Stock  &  Two  Smok- 
ing Barrels.  In  the  tradition  of  Ritchie's  last 
effort,  Snatch  is  a  dark,  comedic  gangster  film, 
only  this  time  around  an  86  karat  diamond 
(rather  than  two  antique  rifles)  is  at  the  center 
of  the  plot. 

It  is  impossible  to  consider  Snatch 
vrithout  dravring  comparisons  to  Lock/Stock 
and  Ritchie  has  suted  openly  that  hi»  latest 
film  expands  upon  the  elements  which  worked 
in  his  last  one.  Ritchie's  skill  as  a  director  has 
indeed  evolved,  as  he  employs  a  whiriing  en 
cyclopedia  of  5t)'ic  from  start  to  finish. 

Unfortunateiy  his  sldil  as  a  ^vIjte^  ap- 
pears to  have  remained  in  neutral.  The  fihn 
is  inhabited  by  3  cast  of  bomig  promoters. 
Russian  mobsters,  jewelrj dealers,  Orthodojc 
jews,  gypsies,  rnan-cating  pigs  and  a  ^ueak 
iogdog,  and  while  the  whole  lot  provide  col- 
our, and  humour,  the  story  lacks  a  true  pro- 
tagonist to  center  the  action.  It  seems  Turk- 
ish (Jason  Statham).  as  rfie  narrator  of  the  film, 
or  even  his  sidekick  Tommy  (Stephen 
Grsham)  woiJd  be  natural  choices  to  fill  this 
much-needed  role,  but  as  the  story  progresses, 
we  as  the  audience  receive  very  litde  in  the 
way  of  emotional  background  and  motivation 
which  would  lead  us  to  "root"  for  either  of 
these  characters. 

Outof  ercryone.  One  Punch  Mickey 
O'Neal,  played  brilliandy  by  Brad  Pin  (wrhose 
performance  is  one  of  the  highiigjitsof  Simuh 
and  is  anything  but  secondary),  provides  u: 
with  the  only  full-bodied  character  within  the 
film.  At  the  very  least  we  can  imderstand  why 
and  how  he  acts,  even  if  we  can't  imderstand 
a  word  he  says. 

For  all  that  is  wrong  with  Snatch 
though,  there  is  undeniably  a  great  deal  which 
is  right.  Beniccio  Del  Torro  tiuns  in  yet  an- 
other brilliant,  but  brief  characterization  as 
Frankie  Pour  Fingers.  And  the  film  reaches 
its  dramatic  climax  with  a  boxing  sequence 
that  will  surely  make  Scorsese  himself  quiver 
with  envy. 

When  all  is  said  and 
done,  Snatch  is  still  one  of 
the  most  entertaining  films 
to  be  released  in  a  while,  and 

is  well  worth  seeing,  at  the  very  least  for  the 
joy  of  seeing  actors  tndy  enjoying  themselves 
on  sareen.  It  seems  diis  is  yet  another  unfor- 
tunate case  of  Q  director  over-extending  him- 
self when  gi^tn  fijrther  access  to  resources  and 
money  in  his  sophomore  eftbrt. 
Snatch  is  a  bit  like  a  disappointing  re-match 
to  an  intense  and  beautiful  first  fight  {Lock/ 
Stock).  Rather  than  deiiveringa  quick,  knock- 
out punch.  Snatch  instead  offers  a  dizzying 
blow  good  only  for  a  standing  eight  count.  I  J 


SAVE  THE  UST  DANCE 

Dir.  Thomas  Carter 
Julia  Stiles.  Sean  Patrick  Thomas 
Paramount  Pictures 
CAITUN  McKENNA 

Do  you  give  a  movie  points  for  trying?  If  so, 
friends,  then  it  must  be  said  that  the  latest 
teen  release  to  hit  the  saeens.  Save  the  Last 
Dance,  is  aaually,  well,  kind  of  good. 

Let  me  qualify  thaL  It's  good  within 
the  company  it  keeps — that  is,  members  of 
the  constant  slew  of  vacuous  teen  romance/ 
comedy  clones  that  pop  up  every  few  month* 
before  being  laid  to  rest  in  the  Morgue  of  Me- 
diocrity. There's  a  limit  to  the  "goodness"  of 
any  film  wiierc  the  ending  is  obvious  to  any 
chimp  in  the  theatre  before  the  opening  cred- 
its end.  But  what's  interesting  is  w^iat  hap- 
pens ha  between. 

We  start  off  on  a  train  with  mopey 
Sara  Johnson  (Julia  Stiles),  who's  sad  because 
her  mom  vv^s  killed  in  a  car  accident  while 
rushing  to  see  Sara's  ballet  audition.  Ridden 
with  guilt  and  definitely  not  in  the  mood  to 
dance.  Sara  moves  in  with  her  estranged  dad 
in  Chicago.  On  the  first  day  at  her  all-black 
high  school,  she's  taken  under  the  wing  of 
ChcnUIe  Reynolds,  (Kerry Washington),  who 
shows  her  the  ropes  and  Invites  her  to  "Steps" 
a  weekly  hip-hop  dance  party;  Sara  also  meets 
Chenille's  brother,  Derek  (Sean  Patrick  Tho- 
mas). 

After  witnessing  her  cracker  moves 
at  "Steps",  he  offers  to  teach  her  to  dance  hip- 
hop,  and,  in  a  fiinny  sequence,  gives  her  tips 
how  to  act  'black'.  It's  worth  mentioning  that 
Derek  is  perfect:  smajt,  good-looking,  emo- 
tionally mature  and  00  his  way  to  becoming  a 
paediatrician  (he,  um,  loves  kids).  The  only 
smudge  on  his  character  is  a  long-ago  theft 
with  his  best  friend,  MalaUai.  Sara  falls  for 
Derek,  but-gasp-  troubles  ensue  and  divide 
them.  If  you  can't  figure  out  the  rest,  ask  the 
thimp. 

Stiles  and  Thom*s,are  both  passably 
talented,  but  fail  to  ignite  any  real  chemistry. 
In  the  dance  sequences,  over-editing  stifles  the 
sexual  energy  produced  by  their  moves.  In 
the  rest  of  the  film,  the  two  barely  hug;  they 
come  off  seeming  like  really  good  buddies. 

So  what's  the  good  part?  First  of  all, 
it's  nice  to  see  a  film  with  a  predominandy 
black  cast  that  isn't  totally  self-congratulatory 
about  it:  Secondly,  except  for  perfect  Derek, 
the  teenagers  look  anii  act  like  teenagers — 
they're  not  models  or  Kevin  Williamson  mini- 
adults,  and  the  scenes  where  they're  all  ;ust 
hanging  out  are  a  pleasure.  Finally,  real  issues 
surrounding  dcadbeat  dads,  teenage  preg- 
nane}' and  the  politics  of  Interracial  romance 
actually  do  get  screen  time.  But  the  effect  is 
deadened  by  each  and  every  on  of  them  being 
resolved  by  the  films  end.  What's  up  with 
that? 

Indeed.  Save  the  Last  Dance  bor- 
ders on  something  interesting,  but  can't  coni- 
miL  See  it  if  you  need  to  pass  some  time.  Ct 


SUGAR  AND  SPICE 

Dir.  Francine  McDougall 
Marley  Shelton.  Mena  Suvari 
Alliance  Atlantis 
KAREN  LIU 

Canadian  novelist  Gordon  Korman  once 
vkTote  to  the  effect  of,  "If  you  keep  adding 
sugar  to  coffee,  sooner  or  later  it  will  end  up 
tasting  like  diesel  fud."  This  is  exactiy  what 
happens  in  Aussie  director  Francine 
McDougall's  Holly\vood  debut  about  cheer- 
leaders who  rob  a  bank  iBoUowing  the  likes 
of  the  Spice  Girls,  Britney  Spears,  and  Chris- 
tina Aguilera,  Sugar  and  Spice  attempts  to 
c^talize  on  the  "Girl  Power"  trend  begun 

by  these  teen  girl  pop  stars.  Its  effect 

is  like  that  of  the  Chi- 
nese Water  Torture:  drip 

after  excruciating  drip  vrith  madness  the  only 
source  of  relief 

The  film  unfolds  through  a  scries  of 
flashbacks,  with  B-squad  cheerleader  Lisa 
(played  by  Maria  Sokoloff  of  ABC's  "The  Prac- 
tice") being  a  police  informant,  dishing  the 
inside  dirt  on  the  seemingly  idtra  pcrfi;ct  A- 
squad  cheerleaders.  The  story  centers  aroimd 
two  cheerieaders;  perky  Diane  (AKA  "the  Mas- 
termind"),  captain  of  die  squad,  played  by 
Marley  Shelton  who  resembles  Heather  Gra- 
ham's starlet  from  Bowfinger,  and  and  dark 
and  angry  Kansas  (AKA  "the  Rebel"),  played 
\yf  American  Beautys  Mena  Suvari  in  yet  an- 
other cheerleading  role.  The  rest  of  the  squad 
is  comprised  of  Lucy  "the  Brain,"  Cleo  "the 
Stalker,"  Hannah  "the  Virgin,"  and  Fem  "the 
Terminator."  Add  "Spice"  to  their  aliases,  and 
you  get  the  general  picture. 

These  girls  plot  to  pull  a  bank  heist 
so  that  the  pregnant  Diane  could  have  enough 
money  to  suppon  the  famUy  that  she  and  star 
quarterback  Jack  Bardett  Qames  Marsden  in 
a  role  just  as  brief  and  insigruficant  as  his  out- 
ing in  last  summer's  X-men)  had  "accidentally" 
started.  This  flimsy  plotline  is  really  just  a 
mechanism  to  hold  together  the  small  vi- 
gnettes docimienting  the  lives  of  these  cheer- 
leaders. When  not  performing  Busby- 
Berkeley-meets- the- Spice- Girls  dance  routines 
or  being  flung  up  into  the  air  in  some  notable 
gymnastic  stimts,  they  host  girly  slumber  par- 
ties, as  well  as  research  films  such  as  Point 
Break,  Reservoir  Dogs,  and  Heat  in  order  to 
learn  how  to  successhllly  rob  a  bank. 

Besides  the  complex  dance  routines, 
the  oidy  other  redeeming  quality  is  found  in 
Rot>ert  Brinkniann's  cinematography,  particu- 
larly in  die  slow-motion  shots  of  die  girls  dis- 
guised as  pregnant  Betty  Dolls,  with  their 
American  Flag  capes  flying  behind  them  w4ien 
they  hold  up  the  bank. 

Too  much  sugar  will  rot  yoiir  teeth; 
too  bad  die  producers  did  not  find  the  right 
dentist  to  doctor  this  treacly  waste  of  cellu- 
loid. F 
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PROOF  OF  LIFE 

Dir.  Taylor  Hackford 
Russell  Crowe.  Meg  Ryan 
Warner  Bros. 

BENJAMIN  wftiem 


Given  its  strong  potential,  Proof  of  Life  dem- 
onstrates  a  keen  sense  for  the  ordinary.  In  this 
by-the-numbcrs  actioner,  the  intriguing 
premise  of  guerrilla  warfare  and  covert-opera- 
tions sec  in  the  South  American  jungle  de- 
mands to  be  a  trifle  more  weighty  than  it  ap- 
pears. Director  Taylor  Hackford  ( The  Devil's 
Advocate)  has  substituted  a  credible  screen- 
play  for  tepid  photography  and  some  entirely 
laughable  moments  of  supposedly  "high 
drama." 

Despite  the  tabloid  tension  sur- 
rounding the  films  production,  namely  the 
goings-on  between  the  film's  stars,  Russell 
Crowe  and  Meg  Ryan,  no  amount  of  public- 
ity or  voj-euristic  curiosity  can  save  Proof  (rom 
certain  death.  In  an  imusually  weak  perfor- 
mance, Ryan  plays  Alice  Bowman,  a  flower- 
child  devoted  to  her  humanitarian  busband, 
Peter  (played  with  rare  integrity  by  David 
Morse).  Together  they  spend  their  time  pro- 
viding relief  to  third-world  communities  and 
battling  the  utterly  evil  corporate  schemers 
whose  oil  pipeline  serves  as  the  fulcrum  of  the 
film's  main  story  development.  Caught  in  a 
roadblock,  Peter  is  surroimded  by  a  group  of 
heavily  armed  Latin  American  missionaries. 
As  their  only  means  of  financial  support,  the 
guerrillas  rely  on  the  ransom  payments  from 
their  many  kidnappings.  Enter  Russell  Crowe 
as  Terry,  an  urban  cowboy  with  a  charged  phy- 
sique and  romantic  accent  (his  own).  He's  an 
expert  in  hostage  negotiations,  or  as  Terry  de- 
scribes i^"K-and-R... Kidnap  and  resale."  His 
job  is  to  ^t  Peter  back,  alive  and  well.  And  if 
it's  any  indication  of  this  film's  reliance  on 
tried-and-tested  80s  action  traits,  you  can  be 
sure  Terry  gets  him  man. 

In  an  attempt  to  deepen  bis  card- 
board characters,  Hackford  includes  a  subde 
romance  between  Ryan  and  Crowe.  But 
throughout  it  remains  unclear  whether  or  not 
it  is  indeed  a  romance  or  just  some  watery 
philandering. 

The  proof  of  Ryan's  worthiness  to 
be  jud^xi  as  one  of  Holl)'wood's  more  promi- 
nent actresses  is  certainly  not  evident  in  this 
picture.  She  lifts  her  static  character  from 
room  to  room,  scene  to  scene,  vrith  as  much 
fiodbilicy  and  realism  as  a  cabbage-patch  doU. 
Hackford  shoots  her  with  a  gentleness  remi- 
niscent of  her  more  fluffy  pictures,  but  the 
perfect  hair  and  raakc-up  >vears  thin  on  the 
believability  faaor.  consideri  ng  that  Alice's  Ufe 
is  in  ruins  and  her  husband  could  be  dead. 

Crowe,  on  the  other  hand,  contin- 
ues his  streak  of  impressive  and  emotionally 
driven  performances.  The  natural  Aussie  ac- 
cent works  to  his  advantage,  as  does  his  reso- 
lute charm  and  stylish  wardrobe.  But  not  even 
iron  man  of  Ciladinto}'  can  be  saved  by 
awliward  dialogue  and  pulse-deadening  dra- 
matics. C- 


TISERUND 

Dir.  Joel  Schumacker 
.  Colin  Farreil,  Matthew  Davis 
20th  Century  Fox 
RYAN  JACOBSON 

The  auocities  and  dehiunatitS'ing  effects  of 
war,  especially  the  VietDam  war,  have  been 
given  a  face  by  various  directors.  After  Francis 
Ford  Coppola,  Oliver  Scone  and  Stanley 
Kubrick's  Vietnam  fiims,  Joel  Schumacher's 
Ttgerlandh  a  late  addition  to  the  cannon.  As 
a  testdt,  I  walked  into  this  film  with  a  real 
sease  of  irreverence  and  apathy.  However,  the 
film,  despite  this  familiarity,  manages  to  en- 
gender a  certain  affection  from  the  viewer  aqd 
the  subtle,  evocative  story  jusufies  another 
look  at  the  Vietnam  war. 

Like  the  first  half  of  Kubrick's  PuU 
Metal  Jacket.  Tigerland  documents  the  expe- 
rience of  enlisted  men  in  ba«ic  training.  The 
protagonist  of  the  film  is  rebellious  Bozz, 
played  by  Australian  Colin  Farreil,  who  refuses 
to  assimilate  into  his  unit.  His  abstinent  re- 
fusal to  give  up  his  individuality  and  human- 
ity makes  him  a  leader  among  his  trainees. 
Bozz  be«mes  particularly  good  at  exploiting 
military  legal  loopholes  to  get  his  compatri- 
ots exempt  from  service.  This  infuriates  his 
SLj[>erior  of¥icers  who.  given  his  leadership, 
compassion  for  his  men  aud  intelligence,  see 
him  as  an  ideal  military  man. 

As  low  key  and  character  driven  as 
Batman  &  Robin  was  over-ihe-top  and  opu- 
lent, Tigerland  is  an  odd  and  promising  choice 
for  Schunjaclier.  In  a  similar  fashion  as  The 
Last  Detail,  the  film  is  an  episodic  film  that 
resists  big  cinematic  moments  in  fnvoiir  of 
small,  quiet  scenes  that  resonate  with  the 
viewer.  For  example,  we  never  see  die  sol- 
diers outside  of  training,  with  the  only  thing 
approaching  batde  is  war  games  at  a  camp 
nicknamed  'Tigerland'.  Schimiacher  further 
emphasizes  tfiis  low  key  approach  by  shedding 
his  big-budget  insUncts  and  using  a  handheld 
camera  and  shooung  the  film  in  a  grainy  docu- 
mentary style  similar  to  the  Omaha  Beach 
landing  in  Saving  Private  Ryan. 

The  lead  character  of 
Bozz  is  a  familiar  one  with 
echoes  of  characters  rang- 
ing from  Paul  Newman  in 
Cool  Hand  Luke  to  Bill 
Murray  in  Stripes.  However, 

Colin  Farreil,  in  his  first  major  film,  transcends 
the  obvious  and  gives  a  raw  and  rounded  per- 
formance. This  is  due,  in  part,  to  a  M'A  'S*H- 
style  script  by  Ross  Klaven  and  Michael 
McGruther  which  avoids  stereotypical  sup- 
porting characters  and  situational  cliches. 

That  being  said,  the  Vietnam  war  is 
a  well  worn  subject  and,  despite  its  abundant 
virtues,  Tigerland  never  quite  escapes  an  over- 
whelming sense  of  redundancy,  B 


FINMNS  FORRESTER 

Dir.  GusVan  Sant 
Sean  Connery,  Robert  Brown 
Columbia  Pictures 
MARK  SELBV 

It  seem  that  when  Good  Will  Hunting  direc- 
tor Cus  van  Sant  is  not  unnecessarily  remak- 
ing classic  films  such  as  Psycho  he  is  unneces- 
sarily remaking  his  own  fdms.  Beginning  with 
an  unnecessary  and  out-of-place  nod  to  self- 
reflexiveness  (the  production  slate  is  seen  in 
front  of  the  image)  and  ending  with  a  medley 
of  the  songs  "Over  the  Rainbow"  and  "What 
a  Wonderful  Worid" — a  recording  that  was 
used  in  the  Anthony  Hopkins/Brad  Pitt  fea- 
ture Meet  Joe  Black  — Finding  Forrester  adds 
nothing  new  to  the  cinematic  landscape.  Ex- 
cept, that  is,  for  a  co-star  who  coidd  see  his 
career  build  to,  hopefully,  better  films. 

Jamal  'OC^Iace.  played  with  promise 
by  newcomer  Rob  Brown,  is  a  talented  srx- 
tecn-year-old  Inner-city  high  school  basket- 
ball player  who  hides  his  true  genius  behind  a 
C  average.  After  receiving  exceptional  test 
scores,  an  elite  private  school  takes  interest  in 
Jamal,  offering  him  a  basketball  scholarship. 
He  reluctandy  leaves  his  friends  for  the  new 
school,  where  he  befriends  Claire  (Anna 
Paquin),  who  acts  as  his  personal  guide.  His 
new  English  teacher  (F,  Murray  Abraham)  is 
the  antagonist,  deeming  him  unworthy  of  the 
prestigious  institution  and  trying  as  much  as 
possible  to  hinder  Jamal's  abilities. 

In  a  Salengeresque  role  Sean 
Connery  plays  William  Forrester,  an  author 
who,  at  23,  wrote  the  great  American  novel, 
won  the  Pulitzer,  and  was  seldom  heard  from 
again.  He  lives  in  a  small,  dark  apartment 
that  overlooks  the  playground  basketball  court 
where  Jamal  and  his  friends  shoot  hoops. 
Forresters  spends  a  lot  of  time  spying  out  his 
window  Nvith  binoculars,  which  raises  the  cu- 
riosit}'  in  the  boys,  who  convince  Jamal  to 
break  into  the  his  apartment  and  discover 
more  about  the  old  hermit.  Jamal  accidentally 
leaves  his  personal  diary  in  the  apartment,  only 
to  have  it  returned  mysteriously  with  red- 
fnarkcr  notes  inside.  As  Forrester  tutors  Jamal 
in  writing  and  Jamal  tutors  Forrester  in  life  a 
tight  bond  is  formed  between  the  two. 

Beyond  a  redundant  story,  the  Film's 
style  leaves  one  perplexed  and  dizzy.  The  use 
of  jump  cuts  in  an  otherwise  traditionally 
filmed  tale  seems  jarring,  while  the  dizzying 
extreme  close-ups  of  the  basketball  scenes 
make  'NYPD  Blue'  feel  like  a  carousel  ride, 
Howew.  the  use  of  Technicolor  nicely  brings 
out  the  rich,  orange  hues  in  the  film,  lending 
a  vivid,  autumnfecling  throughout. 

First-time  screenwriter  Mike  lUch 
(actually  a  radio  disc  jockey  out  of  Oregon) 
seems  to  be  a  few  years  too  late  with  this  half- 
effort,  which  suffers  from  a  high  level  of  pre- 
dictability. Despite  diis.  Finding  Forrester  ^N!ls 
still  interesting  to  watch  and  provided  a  wait- 
ing world  a  great  new  set  of  Sean  Connery 
one-liners.  C+ 


DUDE,  WHERE'S  MY  CAR? 

Dir.  Danny  Leiner 
Ashton  Kutcher,  Seann  Ashton 
20th  Century  Fox 
GABE  ELIAS 


Dude,  Where's  My  Car?  ii> 
not  worth  the  paper  thiy 
review  is  printed  on.  I  saw 
it  twice  just  to  make  sure 

Hunky  Sean  Ashton  ("That  70's  Show';) 
sports  a  blazed  on  smile  as  he  and  his  buddy 
try  to  piece  toother  the  wild  events  qf  last 
night.  If  you  saw  the  trailer  you  pretty  much 
know  the  film.  After  the  only  plot  twist  ct^ 
intergtlactic  intrigue,  this  film  settles  into 
fairly  predictable  ploning  wh^re  these  righ- 
teous dudes  (straight  out  of  the  tradition  of 
Bill  and  Ted)  must  save  theirbabelicious  girl 
friends,  avoid  a  transvestite  stripper  who  they 
owe  money  to,  find  the  continuum 
trans functioner  (whose  mystery  is  only  ex- 
ceeded by  its  power),  deek  out  a  cult  of  geeks 
and  save  the  imiverse  from  a  bunch  of  hot  chid<. 
aliens.^ 

fl  I  laughed  a  shidoad  while  watchinc- 
this  piece  of  drivel.  Majhe  it  was  tho  'bcci-' 
there  done  that'  feci  this  film  cvoktd  in  inc.  I 
Only  wish  cliat  after  a  night  of  getting  wastej 
on  the  town  I  end  the  most  popular  dude  with 
dhc  local  strippers  and  get  to  make  OUt  with 
Kriscy  Swanson.  Sweet  this  film  was  not 
Righteous  maybe,  but  that  kind  of  descripio 
went  out  of  fashion  with  radical.  This  film 
defmitely  suffers  from  the  lack  of  hip  lingc 
used  by  theyauth  of  today.  Call  me  a  fogey 
hut  nomers  like  'like',  radical,  awesome,  and 
cowabunga  have  about  twice  as  many  combi- 
nation and  opportunities  for  hilarity  than 
'dude'  and  'sweet' 
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